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lovely Youth — .. 
| Aides ye Streams that Jmoothly flow | 


Lond Fat ber Bliſs is to * Yon 4 his Race 4 
Foreign Val, with amorous Coragio — © 5 13 


Ab! where can ons find a trut Swain — 
Wal; in the Downs the Fleet du moor'd 


And canſt thou leave thy Nancy © 
Hind did you not hear of a 3 £ 
I Plague if thoſe e make lacs a 4 Peter 29 
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A few Years ago, in the Days of my Gramm 374 Z 


Ab! 2 nc br with Truth be fad — 21 
A ſeek to know what Place detaiun- — 186 
! Strephon, <vhat can mean that Foy _ = | 


All you who wvould wifh — . 
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= IR into the Room 5 enn 
As Colin rang d early one Morning in Spring 140 
As Diana and her hunting 7 — 


offs down on Banna' Banks 1 ray d — 


blitbe, 4 77 Way — 
N n . | 
4 7 if you damaſt Roſe be fuser. — 
l me all ye tuneful Nins — 
£5 Thyrſis reclin'd by her Side he hed bet 65 
As tink'ring Tom thro* Streets his Trade did 7 222 
As t . y ang Damon rame 2 — 193 
At once Em in L ith tus Mympbhs that are fair 25 
At ſetting Day and 22 Mern — 257 
Attend ye 
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A Wretch — tortur'd with 8 — 75 
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51 Fai Air ung. 3 
Sebold 2 55 Lethe's 285 Sera — 
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373. ym Siphs you thay di cover 80 
8 bs” p' Denw-beſorixhlay Roſe "57 
140 By the gaily-circling Glaſs 
22 | * the Ladies 1 Ten us ben chery de with Neg 15 
20 | * 
414 uo wr 
81 Cas Love be cn by Advice 204 
43 Caf, my Laue, thine Eyes around 231 
65 Ceaſe a while, ye Hindi, to blow 179 
25 Come chear un my Lads, 'tis to Glory aue fleer 369 
93 Come, come my Companians, be jacund and gay 206 
25 Come, come, my good ks ee Flocks we muſt 
5 7 ſhe ear 107 
93 Come dear Idol of my Fancy . 192 
73 Come haſte to the Wedding, ye Friend, and * 
06  » Neighbours © 365 
Come here Fellow-Serwants — lifes tome 2 
Come liſten and laugh at the Times 284 
Come live with me and be my Love 212 
dy Come live wwith-me and be my Lowe ® 381 
N Came Roger and Nell, come 2 and Bell 261 
d Cane, Roſalind, ab come and ſee 3 
80 Come ronſe, Brother Sport ſmem 136 
x > Come, Shepherds, col follow the 1, 362 
9 . ye 45 ang ling Sxuains 
1. air Sylvia, ere 8 BE... 
3 all Day Þ-will fit at your Side 350 
9 . Ja, and contented. 7 4 — 318 
3 Cruel Strephon, well:you-leave:me — 
5 +Cupid God of hifi Rerſuaſion - 293 
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ee . yon Tnbau the Pas — 387 
Dang ter, Fweet of Voice and lr 244 


Daughter, you're too young to marry — I 
* ont. Chloe, while lhe 333 27 Meaſure , 133 
Dear Heart, what aterrible Life am I lde 31; - 
Dear Sylvia no longer my Paſſion deſpife 27 
Derlare, my pretty Mailt — 25 
Defend my Heart ye dy, tw Por — zit 
Diftant hr the carkin | 40 
Does the languid Keule n | — 116 i 
You! E. 
N Thoughts empl, 38 
Ere the Primro/e 5 6 555 — — 388 
* 0 Man W . 230 
= F. 8 W 
be Aurora pritke te fag — 
Fair Hebe Ihn, with a a Defign | 
1 3 the vu 25 Ermine white 
Kitty, beautiful and | — 
Farewell 1 5 
© — feveeter than the Rn Bloom | 
= „ Ideas, fy n 2 dh 
3 2322 » ye Minutes, haſte away — 
2 Folk aten my Pipe and my Crook — 
—4 various Purpoſe ſerwes the Far — 
3 m Sorrow, free from Strife 
and free, for Pleaſure born 


jar Plowing the Ocean, and threſpin ww 114 
ET ing Tales of —_ : gon 
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Guardian An els now protect me 1 — 5 365 
Gentle Airs * Jeys impart... l 
Give me but a ife, 1 expect not to fad SE 
Go Roſe, my Chloe” s Bojom * „ 295 
| U. 
fl Hail to thy living Lille — ies 
a Hauer Hours, all Hours excelling — 236 
| Happy the Man, Whoſe Wiſh and Care Cn 
Hark! bark{ oer the Plains, what glad Tumullis 
e Hear — — — 310 
Hark ! the Birds begin their Lay — 126 
Hark ! the hollow Groves reſounding -, _ 
Hark ! the Horn calls —awway  _ — 144 


Hark ! *tis J. your own true Lower — 117 
Haſte, haſte. Amelia, gemle Fair — 178 
Haſte, heavenly Nine, ye Muſes aſt «>, „ 


He as tight a Lad to ſee to 1 BOK... 
Hence with Care, Complaint and Daun og 130 

, Hope and Fear alternate rifing ju 8 F3 
Hope, thou Nurſe.o i young Uefire — 273 
Hopeleſs Lovers aubo ſue in ain — 77 
How bleſt bas my Time been — 238 


How be the Maid whoſe Boſom — 16 
How blithe wwas I, each Morn to ſee — 273 
Haw brimful of Nothing's the Life of a Bean 239 
How. gentle was my Damon's Air n 
Het happy a State does a Miller paſſeſi 167 
Heu happy were my Days till now, == 293. 
Haw, heavy the Time * e 
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How imper fed is Expreſſion — 11 
How much ſuperior Beauty awes — nan 
How faveet are the Roſes in June — 101 
Hoco faveet in _ Woodland with feveet Hound 2 | 
Horn — f — . 4 
: * J. d a «| 
1 do as 1 will with my Swain — 8 
Jealouſy, begone and leave me — 137 
If 1 was à Wife — — 320 
Lev s a faveet Paſſion -. — 20 
388 9 


He außiſpers the Judge be he ever 11 wiſe 198 


1 that Man is happy, abe Life is moſt free , 95 
e who live Th Shepherds Bew'r — 135 


|; "tis Foy to wound a Lower 1200 
Bawe ſeriouſly weigh'd it, and pu 2 juft 13 


22 der the cruel Tyrant Lowe — 


Jr, 1 doat, I rave, with Pain — 42 


Inet, in our Village, a Swain other Day 232 


all Mankind's promiſcuous Race _ 297 
In all the Six, ſent Charms I fnd Pu 
© in April, when Primro/es paint the Naber Plan, 29 
A Jae, cleo*d with Woodbines — 61 
in Infancy, our Hopes and Fears — 338 | 
In Lowe, ſpould there meet a Fond Pair — 308 
Hic, Celia, to my Fun — 69. 
In this ſhady, ble Retreut— 70 
In hin, in Search of Quiet 1 7 


In ain you bid your Captive live 1 


onder Grove where Cypreſs ſpread: its Gloom 10 
* aid, on the Banks by the Stream — 181 
Lee it, M yra, knew it well | | 


Jen not at once, in à Female tb 18 6 2 
1 will have my Humour, I/ plea vaſe all my Senſes 1 A 
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Laf Mid/uminer Ewe, as 7 paſid lub: th Grawibo 
Laughing Cupidi bring us Reſes 18 
Let Ambition fire thy Mind © es 4 2 
Let Fops pretend in Flames to melt — 170 
Let gay Ques, and great... 2308 
Let me wnnder” not unten 0 . 
Let others Damon's Praije rehearſe + — 55 
Let. the French hop and fg 3¹ 
Lei the Nymph ſtill awoid,mid be 15755 to ode Sevain 555 | 
Lei the obilofepbie Wile. — 7 


Let not Rage thy Beſom firing — 172 


Let the Tempeſt of Mur 4169 _ 
Long Time bad Ly ſander told Daphne his Pain »38% 
Long Time tay Het. — 0 — 220 
Levey Nymph een lr, \ ni 
Lovely Phillis, > 8 hour hind 4 01 vl 
Love never more Hall give me Pais — 
Lowe's a gentle, gen rous Paſſion — 

3 th? 2 — — 
Mi Danae abe ned 2s; you d — 


Midft ſilent Shades, ard os reds | 
My Banks art all furniſb d with Been — 
My Eyes may ſpeak Pleaſure = 
My fond Shepherds of late were ſo % . 
| My former Time Bow briſk and gay IP 
My Heart's my baun, 1 — 
Jeany and I have toi — 
Jockey torr the blitheff Lal — 
* Laddie it gang d fur ae from the Plain” 
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My Peggy is a young Thing — 379 ( 

= | My roving Heart has oft, auith Pride — 330 ( 

| yrtilla demanding the Aid of my Pen 146 ( 

My 7. emples with e 7 Grape Pl a 149 { 

Ly * { 

N. ra! W Na ( 
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Side a 1 1 met on the Plain ' 2. 1 ( 

Near a thick Growe, whoſe diepemboau'ring Shade 27 

Near the Side of a Pont, ar the Foot of 4 Hill 234 { 

No more ſhall Meads begdectd with Flow'ry 333 { 

No more the feſtive Train Pll join  — ' 81 

Vo Nymph that tripr ebe werdant Plain. 13 

_ Nor on Bear of fading Flowers + — 10 | 
"Ne Woman her Envy can ſmother — 22 


Now Phebus * the Wilt — 238 | 
Now Pleaſure unbounded e — * the lag 205 


" Now the-happy Knot is r I | 
2 in past en The Brag | — 98 | 
08 * 0 Nr | 
271 1 vl NO! Ken 8 N s | 
4.0 wa, | Nh & Carat York 
+O : } Betſey, wilt then gang with me — 225 
O'er Moor land and Mountains —— 335 


Fe implor'd the God, in wain — 580 


97 ewbere ſhall I-wauder? how Hall Ireueal 376 
give me that facial Delight =... 327 


O bad 7 JubaP's Lyre — 3231 
2: how ſhall I in 3 weak — 294 

0 Mary e in Heure — 139 
uch lov'd Sn ::. — ᷑ꝓTÄ137 
what Pleaſures will abound 1 Wk vr." 622 


95 would ft thou know what ſecret Charms 345 
Due more 1 tune. the ads RW 0:2: 42.3008 
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Once the Gods of the Greeks — 304 
One Day, — my Friends all Follity riſ _ _—_ 
On Pleaſurt's ſmoorh Wings bow old Time 2849 
On thy Banks, gentle Stour ,  — ..', 0 
Oons, Neighbour, uter-bluſp for a Trifle like this 207... 
OSawney, ly lead thou thy Nelly to mourn $3 | 
O\! Venus, Queen of foft Delight — _. 61 
O. take this Mreatb m Hand bas wave 17 
O true Content, ſecure from Harms — 161 
O b elcome, my Shepherd, how avelcome to me 361 
O wwhet'a Simpleton was { e = 1 13 | 
O what Foy does Conqueſt yield I. tl : 


O where will you burry my dart 2 — . 
O why ſvould we ſarrecu, aubo never knew Sin _ 98 
2 oY ' yp Nn 14 17 (: "©... 6 


$41 nds le. \ 14,98 $ Yak 
Parting to Death wot well compare — 370 
Philira's Charms poor Damon % — 172 
Pho ! pox o' this Nonſenſe,” I prithes give o'er pf 3 


Purſuing Beauty Men dejery — -— "= 
Puſh aboue the briſk Bowl — 29 
Rail no more ye learned Ar _ „  rees 
Rejolv' d, as her Poet, of Celia to ing — 139 
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* litthe folliſh futtering Thing | 18 _— 

5 cb muſt the Poet's ſoft Ls. — 170 

s Damon 7o Phillis, Speſ my. fond Eyes . 319 
See, from the filent Grove Alexis fies. 
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Sharp Winter melts and ſpread: ber Wi _” Mons / 
Sbep herd, wouldft thou Herr ain | 7 42 


Diet of the Tuton, fair Delia flew © — 2156 
dr g nat your Hours away © 1 Wenke 67 


855 le Strephoa, ctaſt c lain n 
Te all fo cel take O fre * ants Fw ub 
Since Artiſts, who ſut for the Trophies f F. ane 62 
once every Charm vn Earth cumbint— 
Vince they trac'd tit alont with a © pom ge re the 
G 0 
iure Wedlock's in Vague, and al Pirgins apet" ' 50 
ye mean to hire for Service © 
— OFing, againſt the Nds —ͤ e 
you Muſt Teark anviber Song to n g 1 
87 Doll of the Green, who lob d Mirth 5 
Soft pleaſing Pains unknown before — 118 


bn ome love to range, Ja fond of Change - ,— 58 
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Null me, Laſſts, have ye ſten _  "_— SY 


That Jenny*s 'ay Frivnd, ” 8 and ny Pri 1 
That May- Day of Lie is 2 Plenſare — 2 
s Breed came forth fras the Bat 2 10 7. 
The be Bird that Mags i Mx we T; 


Tall me, lovely Shepherd, æubere — 22 0 75 
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e Card invites, in Crowt#ds ave fly » — 3716 
The Chace was der, AQzon Sought a-Seat 182 


The echoing Horn calls the | n= abroad 85 
The faireſt | Plrevers the Va 21 
The faithleft Theſeus ſcarce Bites ger on beard 341 


The five Board was met — 272 
The Flame of Love fincere I op — 165 
The fragrant Lily of the Vall! 94 
The gentle Sævan with grateful Price © — 221 
The glitt*ring San begins to 1%, — 353 
T he Goodneſs of Women ſome Men will e. 55 

The heavy Hours are almoſt paſt 1206, 
The hone/t Heart whoſe Thoughts are alan 174 
The kind Appointment Celia alt.. * 
The Lark's ſprill Note awvakes the-Morn WAS - | + 


The Morning freſb, the Sun in Eat. 177 
The Mor Nane would mußte me lire r 


Bride © | — 2 
The mew-flown Birds he Shophends fog b 
The Nymph that I love vas as chearfu as Day 142 


There wwas an old Man, and tho it's not common 
The roſy Morn «ith crimſon Dye _ 

Theſe Flow'rs lite our Hearts are united in ont 
The Shepherds Plain Li — 

The Silver Moon's enambur'sd Beam — 

T he ſmiling Dawn of happy Days — 
The ſmiling Morn, the Blooming Spring 

T he alla Plains profuſely gay — 
The Soldier tiv d of War's Aurum: 
T he fprightly Horn awakes the Morn” * 
T he Spring newly dauuning dy o " 
The Story goes that Fier Bet -S ee 28 
The Weſtern Sky-woas purpled Wer > ke 
Tay Women all tell me I am fulſe to my Da 
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The wanton God, who pierces Hearts , — 238 
The Woodlark whiſtles thro” the Grove. 313 
The World, my dear Myra, is full of Deceit 292 
They that would Contentment find — 199 
Think, oh! think within my Brea. — 202 


Da cold flinty Heart, it is you"who have warm'd 66 


Tho! Prudence may preſs. me — 4,10 
T hou /oft flowwi Avon — 201 
T hou ſoff e e e — 3323 
r renounce the ſoft Claim 339 
'Tis a Tavelvemonth. ago, nay, perhaps. they are 
T warn wat — | — 124 
i not Wealth," it is net Birth  — 212 
To be gazing on thy Charm. — 96 
Lo curb the Will with vain Pretence 176 
To dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 367 
 Toeafe bis Heart, and own his Flame 343 
Together let us range the Fields — 2574 — 
To Handel's ploafing Notes,. as Chloe ung 372 
| 7 3 the — . made - 195 
| 8. eep My. | Je — — 292 
Do male 255 of fleeting Timm — 378 
Tom /owes Mary paſſing we yy \ 53 
Too long a giddy auand ring Youth 168 


Do pleaſe me the more, and to change the dull Scene 36 


To Reaſon, ye fair ones, .afſert your Pretence 331 
Tafieh and complain alike I diſdain — 158 
Ta thee, O gentle Sleep alone. — 322 
To thee, ſweet chanting.wwarbling T hrong or 
Der ber Day. as 1 fat in a Sycamore Shade 240 
Nat at the coul and fragrant Hour | — 57 
Tabas dt the my Calais, Hogarth zells. 89 
— early on a Holiday 8 v— 347 

Aua, in that "the Tear. — . 
/ . | f bat Seqſan f the "wa; 


or de So. , xi 
. WA, hot Belinda's Fate the fair — : 


P "Tavas when the acts ride vc 166 
9 1 ( V. ATE «4 
55 Vain is Beauty's gaudy: Flu rt — = 
6 Vain is ev ry fond Endeavour — 
5 Vainly now you ftrive to charm me _— 
„iti, are like the fair Flow'rinfts Lufre F 2 43 
Vows of Love foould ever bind —— 826 
ee 
Was 1 a FREY n er LE 313 
Was Nanny bur a rural Maid — 8 
3 the Ja = 9 157 
Well met, je? Nymph nine, 25 
Jay no more — 276 


What beauteous Scenes 2 Sig w 360 
What means that tender Si 4 | | 
What Medicine can ſoften t 15 725 e. Smart 350 | 


at Sadneſs reigns over tbe — 128 
What Shepherd or Nymph of the |, =D 306 : 
What's faveeter than the new-blawn. Roſe .3& 
When all the Attic Fire was fled 1, 1 _—_ | 
When Bacchus, jolly God, invite: = 309 
When Bibo thought fit — — 355 . 
ben Bick rings hot * 8056 ö 
When Bluſhes pA A the Check of Morn — 352 f 
When Britain Feſt at Heaw'n's —_ 
When chilling Winter bies 4 — 10 ⁰ 


When gate eee S . f 


When Fanny 1 faw as 1 riß der the Gras 24 1 
5 Damen 4 g 
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When firft1 ſaw thee grateful move . — 322 
When ford from dear Hebe %, — 217 
When here, Lucinda, firſt we came — 246 
When ] beheld you all divine — 324 
When ] drain the roſy Bowl — 30 
When Jemmy- firſt legam to l — 22 
When Jeſſy Nat, her lovely Lok — 302 
; —_ innocent Paſti mis our Pleaſures did crown 65 
| — ce my Strephon langui/h — 23 
ſurvey thee, matebi Fair  — 52 
— 7 Was a young one, what Girl was like me 271 
When 1 was young, the now I amold — 197 
When late I wander d o'er the Plais — 356 
When Lovers for F a\vanrs petition © — 116 
; When mighty" roaſt * was the Engliſhman' 7 
— 357 


When once Tewith Fhilſida fre- — 113 
When oncr Lowe s ſubtle Poiſon gain. — 295 
When Phœbus the Tops of the Hills does adorn 210 
When real Foywwe u n 335 
When Summer comes, 8 Tweed '3 32 
When thar gay Seaſon did us leuu — 10 
When the Morning peeps rr) — oh 
When the Nympbyevere contending for Beauty” 2 
ben the Roje is in ud, and the Violets blow, 214 
When the Trees art of bare; "mot a Leaf to be fern 15 
When the young Chloe's riſing Charms 1. 1 
When Trier thy bud; and Fields were green. 5 
ben «wittry Blafts, and e Norm, expire” 327 
Mere er 1 an raviſ#d Eyes A. . I 0 374 
Where gan Belis fly Yor Shelter n 
here the Jeſſamint fepettens+ the Bo © Ln * "247 
Where er N going and all the Day r qe. 
mi Beaux'To pleaſe the Lauer curite 9 2 
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While Bloſſoms 1 fe GRANTS Syray ad 
While 2 in my native Land * 5% —— 
While others barter Eaſe fom —ä 2 
While others ftrip the new fall'n „ 0 
Whilft Merit and Reaſon give Sauction to Love 20 


While on my Colin's Knee $2.4 — 10 | 
Whil, on thy dear Baſom lying 120 
While you, Felicia, heedle/; 7 8 10 


Who'd 2 the Sweets of Leen, * — 138 


Whoe'er with curious Eye bas: rang 41 — 


Who'll buy a Heart, Myrtilla cry — 2 
W hy Damon wilt thou rive in Vain "0 24 
Why heaves my fond Boſom — | 7 
Wh will Delia thus retire. |. — 12 
y will Florella, when 1 gaze : — 330 

Why will you my Paſſion reprove _— 43 
With Horn and with Henn. 8 ; 2148 . 
With Phoebus I often age — $1.17 I'58 


With Phillis Tl trip o'er the Meads 


With the Man that I love, was 1 deſtin'd rofl 5 | 


With the Pride of the Garden and Me. 
With Women. and Wine 1. defy ev 6 Care .. " 42 
Would you a Female Heart inſpire -- -18 


Would you taſte the Noontide Air — 2 50 
Would you with her you love brbleſs — 136 
V. 

Ye Belles and ye Flirts, and ye FAN little Things 285 
Ye chearful Virgins, have ye ſeen — 5h 

Ye Fair be adwvis'd by a Friend — 
Ye fair married Dames, 'who fo often deplore 7 
Ye Fair paſſeſi d of ci Charm — 148 


Te Lords, and ye Ladies, who form this 2 Throng 390 
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Te Miitals whin Fancies and Troubles perplex 227 
: Abo and ye Swains — 178 
Colin“ Strain 106 
Mupbs whoſe ſofter Souls approve / 72 

Te Parents who breathe the cool Ex ning of Life 198 

Ze Shepherds, give Ear tomy Lay — 312 

2 n who firay with. my Swain _— 

Fes, Delia, "tis at length too plain — 47 

Ter, n in Love, I feel it nw — 364 

Zet à while ſeueet Sleep decei ue me — 196 

Ze true honeſt Britons, who love your own Land 213 

Te werdant Woods an Cryſtal Streams 44 

Te Virgins of Britain ge ifely attend 37 

Ze Warblers, while Strephon I mourn 267 

7 oung Colin zo our Cottage came — 189 

Young Damon with ſeducing At. 353 

Young Daphne was the 2 Mai! 149 


Toung Florio was a Shepherd Swain — 377 

dung Jockey be courted faveet Moggy /e. fair 363 
Tung Jockey /ought my Heart to win * 387 
You know that our ancient Philoſophers hold 133 
Ni Strephon Jong doated on Phoebe the fair 309 
Ni fay at your Feet that I wept in Deſpair 349 

T tell me In bandſome, 1 know not how true 286 
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v regel Thave er 2004 HF * 
The N dummer ' F ey, 
Fill we were almoſt f ond, 0 ei ft He, 
At making of ihe Hay, 591 b*a>qo dad 
Her Kerchy was of Hol and clear,” 1 101 
Tied to her bonny Brow ; \5!8q 
('Þ A ee in her Ear baia: FA off 
Bot er of t 44843048 02 
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Her r Stocking were of Lech green, 
| — Ker Y {3165 MH {i IS of > 
©, 12 * g was never ſeen! Vis N | 
Her Skin was white as Milk. PE EE 
Her Hair was black as ane could ihe. 
* 5 ſweet, ſweet PN Moo", 1 4 
eam daintily can kiſs; | Wr 1 5 N. 
Vat what vat you? | 0H N 
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- The = nd- baith combine 
To Rake 2 fair: 
There is nae Beniſon like mine, 
1 — amaiſt nae Care. ; 
But'w agotficr Swaih, | Ws; 
| 7. you're fair to N: * TL 
Let Jaap whiſper in his Ear, 5 
">  "_” Pray Wnat in um to y * TBI + >. 


_ $0NG f. 


irre Party; 
Sa iy Mr. Michael e ard ſung by Mrs. Weichſell 


HE — g young Feckey would make me 


He ſtole td 1 my 515 laber, and fat by m my Sidez * 

Whenhe o nog the Curtaing, ſuch Joy twas to me, 

That my Heart play'd a Foie, that went pitty 

7 patty. R 

2 But feigning to fleep (Oh, how dune m Bliſs! 
22 8 kindly, he g bow fe Kiſs ! 4 

Tbes 1 to his Boſom he preſs'd with ſuch 
"=" 

That wy Heart play's a Tune, that went pity 

—_ .. 

Grown bold with Steel. he Vento a is take 

A ſecond Salute Ten *twas Time'"to awake ; 

Ariſe Love, he faid, to the Kirk let us Hee, 

As our Hearts play a Tune that Boes pitty patty. 


$0NG 


How happy 


Tas /Bxars or BE 

A favourite Scotch Song, Jung by Mrs. Hudſon, 
Set by Mr. Hook, | 

Bom tens reins ge Swain 


One Evening reclin'd to diſcover his Pain; 
ſad, yet ſo ſweetly, he warbled his Woe, 
The-Winds ceas'd to breathe, andthe Fountains to 


flow; | 
Rude Winds with Compaſſion could hear him 


| complain, ſj 2 
Yet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his Strain. 
he cry'd, my Moments once flew, - 
Ere Chloe's bright Charms firſt flaſh'd in my View 
Thoſe — then with Pleaſure the Dawn could 
urvey, n 
Nor 2 the fair Morning more chearful than 
they; * | 
Now Scenes of Diſtreſs pleaſe only my Sight; 
Pm tortur'd in Pleaſure, and languiſh in Light. 
Through Changes, in vain, Relief I purſue, 
All, all but conſpire my Griefs to renew; | 
From Sunſhine to Zephyrs and Shades we repair, 
To Sunſhine we'fly from too piercing an Air; 
But Love's ardent Fever burns always the ſamez - 
No Winter can cool it, no Summer inflame. 


But, fee the pale Moon all clouded retire ; 
The Breezes grow cool, not Strephon's Deſire ; 
I fly from Donate of Tempeit and Wind, 
Yet nouriſh the Madneſs that preys on the Mind: 
Ah! Wretch, how can Liſe be worthy thy Care? 
To lengthen its Moments but lengthens Deſpair. 

| B 2 SONG 


= 


uo © 1 Fu 


The Snow is vaniſh'd from'the Ground, * 


4 | 
0 N G W. 4 


2 . — vo Paic . . 
- won ite, {o W 7 Wer k 


* By My. Harrington of Bath. 
OW: ſweet i in the enn wizh fleet Hound 
and Horn 
Fo 8 ſhräll Echo, and ie the freſh Morn! 
But hard is the Chace my fond Heart muſt purſue, 
For Dapbne, fair Daphne 1 is loſt to my View. | 


ARM me, chaſte Dian; the Nymph to regaſn, 

More e deck. dere With Dif- 
a 1% OR 

n Pity ofertake her; who wounds as he dies 150. a 


[i * erf tis A that dies. vu 


, 6 
4 1 - 196 


1 
* 


. 8 O NG V. 
N E268 udn | N 
1 et ru e. 1 
| . SALT 1 Sly Mr. Gardner. 
| 4 | 


11 HARP Winter melts, and ſpreads ber Wings. 

A pleaſing. Change, a ſmiling Spring; 

The Trees their varied Bloſſoms wear, 
And;op'ning Flowers perfume the Air; 5 1 
Sweet Philemela tunes her Strain, 1 
And warbling charms . Plain, TIT 


The Sun encreaſcs every Round. 


PP. w wi, * 


Wich Songs the vocal Foreſts nn 
All to adorn the chearful SpMvg ; *. "x 
The Meadows all around are * 4p 
Cover'd o'er with lovely Greet. 2 
” 5. 75 III. The 
3 be 251 


10 n Med e iy ''c 


A 
The daſk y. Clouds 0 6 } * 8 E. . 
And leave behind the azure, 1 Ihe: be 211 
The Mountains ſmile, the Hil are gays. 


And Valles boakt the Pride May; 1 
The Streams that overflow? their TEE N 


1 Now gently: glide within their Bounds. FRE a + ; 


| of 01 JOAMt- $-0.NG.. VI. Fg 11 
; Fus Jour y: Vo eee 1 
Pore 14 101 1 55 15 by Mr: Bannifter; - # wel if 
| ND did you not hear of- Jolly 1 Wa- 
5 terman, 


Who at Flack Friars Bridge us d for to ply? 
And hel feather'dehis Oars with ſuch, We and 
1 Dexterity,._ -, 

Winning each Heart, and Salihtin g each Eye: 

He look d ſo neat, and row!d:{g ſteadily, 

The. Maidens all flock'd in bis Boat ſo readily, | 
And he ey'd the young Rogues, with” ſo Sy 

- an Air, 

That this Waterman ne'er, was in Want of a Fa 

What Sights of fine Folks be oft raw'd in his 
Wherry! ! 

»Twas glean'd out ſo nice, and 00 painted 250. 

He was always firſt ark, when the fine City La- 
dies 

In a Patty to Ranela b 9 Vauxhall; 

And Rennes would they'be giggling Fa leer- 
in 

But *twas all one to Tom,” their ſibing and Jeering; 

For Loving or Liking he little did care, 

For 72 Watetman ne er was in Want of a Fare: 


0 a RET 


* 


And would this young Damſel but baniſh his 


3 P 
And yet but to ſee how ſtrangely Things bapp 
As 125 row'd along thinking of 2 at * 


He was ply'd by a Damſel, ſo lovely and charm - 


ing, 
That ſhe onda and ſo ſtraightway in Love he did 
fall; | 


Sorrow, | 
He'd wed her To-night before To-morrow ; 
And how ſhou'd this Waterman ever know Care? 
When he's married, and never in Want of a Fare, 


| SONG VII. 
Puk ComPLarining Mar. 
Sung by Miſe Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr, Hook. 


IE Shepherds, who ſtray with my Swain; 

1 Compatiions in Sport, and in Youth ; 

O! tell him, how great is my Pain! 
Ho I grieve for the Loſs of his Trathf! 

O tell him, how oft has he ſwore —© 

He never would ceaſe to be mine! 

Or leave me bis Faith to deplore, 

Or with Heart-breaking Anguiſh repine. 
Remind him how oft in the Grove, 
At my Feet he in Raptures would kneel, | | 
And implore me to pity his Love, | 

Till he taught me, fond Fool, how to feel! 

O! tell him, tis now he muſt come, 

For more my fond Heart cannot bear; 
Or the Maidens will carry me Home, 
Tube Vin of Love and Deſpair, 


SONG 


| 


Nor tell his Tales, which gave Delight 


My Flocks neglected leave the Plain; 


tr) 
8 NG VAL 
 Jzany's Complaint, 
2 favourite Scotch Song, fung at Bath. 


thee, ſweet chanting warbling Throng, 
I do addreſs my Ler- — pews | 
Since Fockey's left me, I'm undone, 
And courts another far away; 
Tho? oft he ſaid he'd conſtant be, 
And ne'er would wed a Maid but me. 


No more will Fockey tune his Pipe, . 
And on the Green the Dance declare; 


To Jeany, and the Virgins fair: 
Alas! I ſee my Pleafure's loſt, 8 
Since Fockey's gone, wha pleas d me moſt. 


The Laſſes all with Envy look, 
When Jockey led me to the Green; 

Then from my Lips a Kiſs he took; 
And made me happy as a Queen; 

Bat, now he's left me here to mourn, _ 


Never again for to return, _ 


While here | wander in the Shade, 
Making Complaint'to Birds in vain, 

The Sorrows of a hopeleſs Maid. 
Yet they alone I leave to tell. Wee 
What makes me bid the World farewell. ö 


- : 
- 1 


B4 SONG 


I BPH Wu * 
3 


ae 
e 
Sung. by ; Mi/; Jameſon, at Vauxhall, 
„nien Nenn $039 M49. "Bw 


172 Do as I Nin with my = ; 
1k of once thinks I am 


* d 3 9338 
2 N 0 Ts 7 


He — none ſo well on the Plain, k ON 4 ” 
I pleaſe him ſo well with my Song. 1389 8 
A Song 45 the Shepherd's Deliguy :: n 
He hears me with Joy all the Day; Jo N 


Hes « /orry when comes the dull Night, 139 
That haſtens the End of my L 00 077 


With Spleen and with Care vnte oppreſs'd, 
He aſk'd me to ſooth him the while; = in 


My Voice ſet his Mind all to reſt,” 99 
And the Shepherd would inftantly „ 
Since when, or in Mead, of in Grove, >, 2 
3 By his Flocks, or, the tlear River Side, s ar 
1 15 my beſt Songs to my Love, 7 
And to charm him is grown all my Reid: 
No Beauty had I to endear, oo 
No Treaſure of Nature, or Art; | by 4 
But my Voice, which had gain'd on 91 Ear, ads 
Soon found out the Way to his Heart: 
Fo try if that Voice would not pleaſe, ali 
He took me to Join the gay Thron zn 
I won the rich Prize with much Eaſe, 5 


—_ s 


And my Fame gone abroad r my Song: 3:7 
[9 „ 


But let me not jealouſy raiſe, 921 
I wiſh to enchant but my Swain; 
| Enough then for me is his Praiſe, 


I ing but for * the loy'd. Strain. 
When 


C 


Full bloom'd, as is the ripen'd, Blow'r, 1 


Diſpenſing round her all the Life, FT - 


When Youth, . 5 Beauty may fal, 
Ad your Shepherds; elude all your Skill, 
Your Sweetneſs of Song may prevail, 


+ nY gain all your Swaifs to your Will. | 
SIESIL 4 bs Viet 36 N 
SONG - - 46402 
Tae \$n45088, 2A. New Song. 
WIr the young CBlo''s rifing Charm 


Invited Lovers to her Ame, | 
She look'd a dainty Thing.: nc, in: 
We ſaw her Beauty, own'd her Wit, . U 26% FO 
And, as the the Simile moſt fit. 3 f 
Me call'd the Period Spring; 


We ſaw her ſtill maturer Pow?r; 
And Woman's State become hess... wet 


The prudent Mother, and the Wife, 


And all the Bliſs of Summer. 
Advancing on in Life's Career, 
The Mais to Chloe lent an Ear, 

And what ſhe knew, ſhe might en 
Her ſage Advice beſtowing round, wt 


Till ev'ry Tae rich Virgin found 
he 


richeſt Fruits'of 3 


Now Cbloe's Charms are faded quite, 

Yet Honour cannot holdit right, 
Of ber due Praiſe.to ſtint her: 

For ſhe wbo Summer well employs,  - 

Shall reap the Autumn's. ſolid Joys, . - 

Nor dread the Froſt of M inter. 
"A N 8 O NG 


* * 


L 10 0 
8 ON XI. | 
Haase any Kuna. 
e by Mi/s Linley, at the King's Theatre in the 
OY * * 


; Rxeir ar. | 
3 J. 1 Grove, where Cypreſs ſpreads its 
oom, | | 
n thoſe dark Shades no happy Lovers ſtray; | 
See, where in Tears the wretched Zuma moans 
Her Harold s Abſence, and his oo hard Fate; 
Doom'd from her Arms in diflant Climes to roam, 
And tempt the fatal Shaft in War's Alarms, 
While with Suſpenſe and doubtful Fears — 1 
Sad Emma wakes the Grove with fad Complaint, 
And likeſt Nbilamel the Woods among, 8 
She thus, in ſweeteſt Accents, tunes her Song, 
| I 5 A1 R. 
IH thy too ctuet Bow be bent, 
= Stern Fate! to wound my Eareld's Heart, 
1 O! change for once thy dire Intent, 
Or in my Boſom plunge the Dart; 
The happy Means ſo may I prove, 
Too ſave my Lord, my Life, and Love. 
5 RRBCITATIVYI. | 
Thus ſank in deep Diſtreſs, the beauteous Emma 


mourn'd ; | 
When Sounds, of 7 ſtruck her liſt'ning Ear; 
Nearer they drew, and ſung of Harald's Fame. 
As when the Sun obſcur'd by envious Clouds, 
Breaks thro* the Glooms and brightens all around, 


So.chayg'd the Scene Where lovely Emma griew'd, 
en 


'e 


. When crown'd with LEES brave Youth the 
— 


| H“ r 


found. 
And when hereafter to this Grove ſhe e, 


And heard the Turtles from the I' 
For none but happy Lovers ſure, 


This ſweet Fa 'd Scene was ever ogy 
"Arn. | or | 

Tune Phils?! a hap y Strain, | 
And charm the "oy ning Grave: 

My Harold ſafe fro War Alarms, 

| eturns to bleſs bis Love. ya 

Take thy ſad Breaſt from off the Thorn, 
Nor mourn the Woods among; 

But from the Roſe and Woodbine Shade, 
Pour forth the enraptured. Song : 

Ye flow'ring Shrubs your Odours ſpread, 
Wanton on the Ze byrs Wing, 

And ev'ry Sweet, and ev'ry Charm, 
To happy Emma bring. plants 


'$ONG x1. 


A favourite Song in TwELrTH-NicuT.. 4 
Tranflated from the Pencz. 
dang Abington, 

1 


fect is Expreffon, 
motions to impart l 
When we mean a ſoft Conſeſſſon, 


And yet ſeek. to hide the Heart 3 
26 


= 
= - 
- - © 6 : 1 8 
1289 4 7 2 * „ Ry '£ 12 ] , C.? " * — 
- + 2 : 15 os 37 TL. ” 1 


When our Boſoms, all com lying, | 


Aud beat what broken, falt'ring, dying N 


Language would, but cannot tell. 
4 3 BRIT 1599 een tenen 
Deep Confuſion's roſy Terror, 

Quite expreſſive paints my Cheek. 
Aſc no more —Behold your Error, 

Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak. _ | 
What tho” filent is my Anguiſh, _ 

Or breath'd only to the Air : | 
Mark my Eyes, and as they languiſh, 


- 
i 
8 


Read what yours have written there. 


IF es 
O! that you could once conceive me, 
Once my Soul's ſtrong Feeling vie: 


5 Love has nought more fond, believe me; 


Friendſhip nothing half ſo true. 
From you I am wild deſpairing. 
With you ſpeechleſs as I touch ; 


This is all that bears declaring, 


And perhaps declares too much. 


SOMETHING THAY'S UNSEEN. 
A new Song. 


„as not Belinda's Face, tho" fair, 
Her arched Brow, or auburn Hair, 


Her ſweetly groceſpl Mien; 
Nor yet her Cheeks eternal Glow, 
That fr diſturb'd my Reſt—Ah! No, 


Tas ſomething that's unſcen, 


% 


A » 


SAS, 
* 


13 
The Sweets her Fairy Form that deck, $3467 
The Grace that moulds her taper Neck, © | 
| Her Boſom ſoft and ſheen, 

'That AAN mocks December's Snow, 


Not all my Heart could win AI No „ 


I die for what's unſen . 


You tell me, and you tell me true, 
Hl ſcarlet Lip, her Eyes of Blue, 

The Velvet of her Skin: ' 
The Force of theſe full well I know 3+ 
But theſe diſturb not me Ah! No, 

I figh for what's unſeen. | 


What tho' her Charms are heavenly bright, | 


The endleſs Source of ſweet Delight, 
The Envy of a Queen ; | 

The Vulgar fee them and adore, 

My Boſom bleeds for ſomething more; 
The ſomething that's unſeem. 


'Tis that, whoſe peerleſs myſtic Charms 
Give me a thouſand fond Alarms, 
And pleaſes all Mankind ; 


Whoſe Beams divine would gild a _ | 


Give Pu N nr to a Crown In ſhort- 
t ſomething is her Mind. 


8 O NG xv. 


Tun Maid To ur Minn. 
Sun by Mr. Vernon, at * 


Set by Mr, Hook. 


curſt; 2404 CN 


» 4+ 


T * 


Have ſeriouſſ weighed it, and find infer jall, 
That a Wife makes a Man either bleſſed or 


"7 


S N 4 F FR * = 
of : K 
9 W r * N = 
- A * * 
* 
5 


FF 14 x. 
I declare I will marry, ah! Lat I but 
Mark —_ / | ye young Lafles, the 


: Wer, 


Not the pert little Miſe who Advice will deſpiſe, 

Nor the, _ who's ſo fooliſh to think herſelf 

wiſe, 

Nor ſhe who to all Men alike would prove Sing, 

Not one of theſe. three js the Maid to my Mi 

Not the Prude, who in public will never be free, 

Yet in private a toy ing for ever would be, 

Nor 3 that's too forward, nor Jilt that's 
unkin 

Not one of theſe three i is the Maid to my Mind. 

Nor the oe ;for Pleaſure her Huſband will 

Nor the "Foftve Dame, ,who thinks always the's 
right, | 

Nor ſhe — a Dupe to the Faſhion's inclin d, 

Not one of theſe — is the Maid to my Mind. 

But the oe with Good - nature and Carriage gen- 
tee 5 

Who her, Huſband can loye and $0.50 0 2 

In whoſe Breaſt l may Virtue an; 

This, this, and this only's the ry _ my! 5A 


SONG XV. 
A now Song, Jung by Miſe Wewitzer, at Vauxhall 


Set by Mr. Hook. 
K. 


HI where can one find a true Swain, 
* no longer 


Ia whom a young Nymph may conſide? 
are now ſo cqnceited and vain, 


have Hearts to divide: 


or 


hk. £& 


GE 
Or in Court, or in City, or Tow 
All acknowledge how fruitlefs the Search 5 
So polite too each Village is 
ven there Girls are left in the Lurch. 


Then Adieu to the Thraldom of Love, 
Adieu to its Hopes and its Fear; 


| Henceforth I in Freedom will roye, 


Who like it the Willow may wear: 
Yet ſhould Fortune, my Truth to reward, 

Send ſome Youth. with each Talent to bleſs, 
How far I my Purpoſe could guard, 

Is a Secret I need not confeſs. 


SONG XVI. 


Horz and Fear. 


Sung by Mie Macklin, is Lionel cn, 


OPE and Fear alternate riſin 
Strive for Empire o'er my cart 
Ev'ry Peril now deſpiſing, 


Now at ev'ry Breath I ſtart. 


Teach, ye learned Sages teach me, 
How to ſtem this beating Tide; 


If you y=_ 've any Rules to reach me, 
| 


e and be the weak one's Guide. 


Thus our Trials at a Diſtance, 
Wiſdom's Science promiſe Aid ; 
Yet in need of their Aſſiſtance, 
We attempt to graſp.a Shade, 
7 Bo and Fear, &e; 


SONG 


= 


#6] 
1 SONG XVII. 


Sung in Tus Drszxrzx. 


„ 


? hyp Set by Mr. Dibdin. % 

F. Prudence ma me, 
And Duty pt | 

Againſt Inclination, ah! what can they do? 

No longer a Rover, 
is Follies are over, | 

My Heart, my fond Heart, 1 my Henry is 

true, 


The Bee thus as changing, 
From Sweet to Sweet ranging, 
A Roſe ſhould he light on ne'er wiſhes to ſtray 3 
With Raptores poſſeſſing 
In one ev'ry Bleſſing, 


. Tir torn from her Boſom he lies far aw away. 


* '$ONG XVII. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Tux PAbrocx. 


I N vain you bid your Captive live, 
While you the Means of Life deny : 
Give me your Smiles, your Wiſhes give, 
To him who muſt witheut you die, 


Shrunk from the Sun's enlight'ning Beam, 
Bid Flow'rs retain their Seent and Hue; 
Its Source dry'd up, bid flow the Stream, 
Or me wy depriv'd of you. 
In vain ” = be. 


'S; 


$0NG 


i ww Aw Wi ..At_ , Y an. 


tn F 
80 N G XIX. | 
Sang by Mrs. Wrighten, in The Chriſtmas Tale. 


M Eyes may ſpeak Pleaſure, 
Tongue flow without Meaſure, 
Yet my Heart in my Boſom lies till z*' n; 
Thus the River is flowing, 
The Mill Clapper going, 
But the Miller's aſleep in the Mall. ne 
Tho? Lovers ſurround me, 
With Speeches confound me, 4 
Yet my Heart in my Boſom lies ſti ll) 
Thus the River is flowing, 
The Mill Clapper going. 
But—the Miller's aſleep in the Mill. 
Tbe little God eyes me,, 
And means to ſurprize me, | | 
But my Heart is awake in my Breaſt. 
Thus Boys ſhly creeping, * 
To catch a Bird ſſeeping 
But the Linnet's awake in his Neſt. 


. See” 5-07 
Sung by Mrs. Smith, in The Chriſtmas Tale. 
! Take this Wreath my Head has. wove, . 
The Pledge. and Emblem of my Love; 


Theſe Flow'rs will keep their brighteſt Hue, 
While you are conſtant, kind, and true. 


But ſhould you; falſe to Love and me, 

Wiſh from my Fondneſs to be free, | 

Foreboding that my Fate is nigh, ' , 

Each grateful Flow'r will droop and die. © 
. SONG 


ED - 1 1 . 8 \ 
— * — 


118 1 


SONG XX. 
A favourite new Air. By Mr. Harrington of Bath. 


ENTLE Airs ſweet Joys impart, 
Balm to heal the wounded Mind; 

Soothing Sounds relieve the Heart, 
Sorrows here their Comfort find. 


Mufic ſtill thy Charms diſpenſe, 
O! ſtill this Vale of Tears attend; 
Lead to chearful Innocence, . 518 
Reaſon's Aid, and Virtue's Friend. 


s oN XXI. 
The Muſſulman's Paradiſe. An Anacreontic Odi. 
| Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


AUGHING Cupids bring me Roſes, 
And my Wreath ye Graces twine 
'm this Day diſpoſed for Rapture, 
Haviog Beauty, Wit, and Wine. 


Let the ſober Steics wonder, 
And their Apathy define 

I'll not follow ſuch dull Doctrine, 
While I've Beauty, Wit, and Wine, 


Sach old Dotards well may cenſure, 


Call me thoughtleſs Libertine: 
Sour's the Grape when we can't reach it; 
80 18 Beauty, Wit, and Wine. 


Come 


— 2 A 


1 1 

Come ye briſk Arabian Laſſes, 

For that Heay'n you ſeek js mino 3 
Upon Beds of Roſes lolling, 

Bleſs'd with Beauty, Wit, and Wine. 
And when this gay Life is over, 

Pour Libations on my Shrine, 
I've a Paradiſe hereafter, 


Full of Beauty, Wit, and Wine. 
| SONG XXII. 


8 Mr. Banniſter, in the new Mufical Inter 
* 9 called Taz ELECTION. = 


Set by Mr. Barthelemon. 
HILE happy in my native Land, 
I boaſt my Country's Charter; 
PII never baſely lend my Hand, Ft 
Her Liberties to barter, 


The noble Mind is not at all 
By Poverty degraded ; 

"Tis Guilt alone can make us fall, 
And well Iam perſuaded, | 

Each free-born Briton's Song ſhould be, 

Or give me Death or Liberty.“ | 

Tho' ſmall the Pow'r which Fortune grants, 
And few the Gifts ſhe ſends us ; N 

The lardly Hireling often wants 
That Freedom that defends us. 

By Law ſecured from lawleſs Strife, 
Our Houſe is our —— 

Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear in Life, 
For Lucre, ſhall we ſell em? 

No—ev'ry Briton's Song ſhould be, 
« Qr give me Death or Liberty.” 


SONG 


1 


Wr Ane wy en 
8 ON G XXIV. ob 360; +67 Q 
= bene Mou x. a e N 
ſis 1 1 84 ( 
4 favourite im Air. W e 


S down on 2 75 Banks 1 tray d, one 0 
Evening | 
The little Birds, in re Notes, made vocal \ 


ev\ry.Lay ; 
Fey ſung "their little Tele of Love, they fung 


them o'er and Ger. 1 
Ah!. Granny, ma 85 Wr ma Maly —4 
tort ” ] 


'The Daiſy pi pie ed, Ind all the de the Dawn' of 
Nature yields, | 
'The Primroſe pale, and Vi'let blue, ay better 
ober the Fielde; 
Such Fragrance in my Boſom hes, of her whom I p 


— 
— | | Ah! 'Gramathree, &c. , 


1 Jaid 1 me down upon a,Bank, beailing, my ſad 


Fate, 

That doom'd me thus t the Slave of Love, and eruel 
M:1ly's Hate; 

How can ſhe break the. honeſt Heart that wears 


her 1 in its Ne 1 
| Ah! ' Gramachres, c. 


You ſaid, von dowd. me, Molly dear: Ah! why 
- __ did I believe? — 
Yet who could think ſuch 1245 Words were 


meant but to deceiveſ? ? 
— ＋ 922 < That 


Py 


@ 7, 


8 11 1 


That Love wi all. I a- on Earth, ny, Hear'n 
could give: no more. 


30420 22 Ah! — Ke. 
O! had I all the Flocks that gtaze of vonder yet 
low Hill 


Or low'd for 4 Ms num' rous Herds that yon 


, green Paſture fill; 
With her I love, Pd gladly ſhare- my. Kine: and 


fleecy Store. 4 
a Ahl! Grarachrie, Sec. 


Two Turtle Ddves, above my Head, fit courting 
on a Bough, .. 
I envy'd. them their Happineſs, to fee them bu 


and coo ; 


Such Fondneſs once for me the ſhew'd, but vow, 


alas! tis oer. 
Ah! Gel beg. 
Then fare thee well, my Molly dear; thy Loſs I 


eber {hall mourn, 
While Life. remains; in Strephon' s Heart, till 
: beat for thee alone ; 


Tho” thou art falſe, may Hear on thee its choicelh 


Bleſſings 0 
0 Gl Gramachree, Ke. 


80 N G XXV. res 

Sung Ey Mr. Vernon, in Tus Exzcrio wn. 

H! let it ve'er with Truth be ſaid, . 
That Public Virtue droops her — 


That Engliſh Faith ſhould luc leſs prove, 
or croſs one Bali Virgin's Love. 


* 


If 


—_ — go AL 
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. 
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If in my Sally's youthful Heart, 
Her Richard e er may claim a Part, 
This happy Hour ſhall ſmiling prove, 
That Honour firmly fixes Love. 


SONG XXVI. 


Scotch Song, Jeng h) Mie Jameſon, at Vauxhall, 


IAX.7 HEN. firſt began to Love, 
He was the gayeſt Swain, 


That ever yet a Flork had drove, 
Or danc'd upon the Plain: 


was then that I, wae's my H 
My Freedom threw 8 d 
And finding Sweets in ev'ry Smart, 
I could not ſay him nay; 
And ever when be talk'd of Love, 
4 He 1 his — 
And every Sigh a Heart would m 
Geud Faith, and why not 1 


He'd preſs my Hand, and kiſs it oft, 


I Silence ſpoke bis Flame; 
And while he treated me thus ſoft, 
I thought him not to blame. 


Sometimes to feed my Plocks with him, | 


My Temmy would invite me, 


Where he the ſofteſt Songs wou'd fing. 


On purpoſe to delight me: 
And Jemmiy ev*ry Grace diſplay'd, 
1 Which were —— I trow, 
conquer any princely Maid 
80 he did me, I — ; 
* 


1 . 


But 


+ 99-1. 
Bat now for Je-my I muſt mourn, 
Who to the Wars muſt go; 
His Sheep-Hook to a Sword muſt turn, 
| Alackf what ſhall I do? , 
His Bag-Pipe into warlike Sounds 
Muſt now exchanged be, 
Inſtead of Bracelets fearful Sounds, 
l. Then what becomes of me? 


SONG \XXVII 
drug By Mrs. Weichſell. 


HEN I ſee my Sen languiſhy 
With his tender Love oppreſt, 
When I ſee his Pain and Anguiſh, 


Pity moves my tender Breaſt. 


Strepbon's plain and humble Nature 
Mov'd me firſt to hear his Tale; 
Strephon's Truth, by every Creature, 
Is proclaim'd thro” all the Vale, 


J Love and am belov'd again, 

No more ſhall $/rephvn figh in vain, 
I've try'd his Faith, and find it true, 
And all my Coyieſs bid Adieu. 


$ O NG. XXVII. 
Harry and Maar. 
. Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


— a 17 th I met on the Plain 
the Evening was ſtarry ; 
I \. 4 in rig Jena Terms of my Pain, 
Tho' I never intended to marry. 
ut Her 


124 1 


Her modeſt Demeavor was ſuch, we - BW 
More half it prevail'd over Harry; vl 
I love her I own very much, t. K 
_ Tis true, but I never ſhall marry· % e 
My Companions all loudly complain, 3 3 Ye 


With them that I now never tarty ; 
They have found out the Cauſe of * my f Pain, Or 
And fancy at laſt, I ſhall marry. ; 


Believe me, they know not my Heart, W 
This Face I much. longer can carry, [ 
I can bear à vaſt deal of Love's Smart, 3 | Yo 


But I ne'er ſhall be tempted to marry. 


But tis long fince I ſaw the dear Maid, 

With Cupid for Life muſt I parry ; 

Of Hymen I'm not much afraid, | 
But ſurely Id better not marry. / 110 


Do I ſee her amongſt this gay Throng, 
Then what will become of poor Harry? 
By Paſſion I'm hurried along, 


Then take me, Im ready to-marry, / 

Ss ONOG XXIX © “ 

Sung by Mr. Dabellamy. Ne 

"HEN Fanny 1 ſaw, as I trip'd o'er the An 
Eren, M) 

. Fair, blooming, artleſs, and kind, Wi 
Fond _ "= her Eyes, Wit and Senſe in her bs 
And Wamnch with Modeſty j Joun'd An 


With 


le 


er 
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With ſadden Amazement I ſtood, 
Faſt rivetted down to the Place ; 
Her delicate Shape, eaſy Motion I view'd, 
And wand'red o'er every Grace. 


Ye Gods! what Luxuriance of Beauty I cry ! 
What Raptures muſt dwell in her Arms! 


On her Lips I could feaſt, on her Breaſt I could 


ie; 
O! Fanny how ſweet are thy Charms 


Whilſt thus in Idea my Paſſion I fed, 
Soft Tranſports my Senſes invade ; | 
Young Damen ſtep'd up, with the Subſtance he fled, 
And left me to kiſs the dear Shade. 


SONG XXX. 
Tag MyYRfLE Au D Rost. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, 


T once I'm in Love with two Nymphs that 
are fair, 


And to Sweets in my Garden theſe Nymphs I 


compare ; 


Nor can Shrub, nor can Bloſlom, be better than 


thoſe, | 
And Jenny's my Myrtle, and Chloe's my Roſe. 
My Chloe is fond all her Charms to diſplay; 


With the Roſe in her Cheek, ſhe to all would be 


gay; 
On all paler Beauties ſhe looks down with Pride, 
And can bear not a * to grow by her 8 
— e 


[: 36 . 
She thinks not how quickly theſe Charms will 
expire, | 
That with May they firſt came, and with Summer 
retire ; 
That Pride, ſo ſoon over, is fooliſh and vain, 
And Love, built on Beauty, can't hold with a 
Swain. | 


But Jenny, my Myrtle, ne'er changes her Face, 
No Seaſon nor Age can her Features diſplace ; 
She covets no Praiſe, nof with Envy'is ſtung, 

She always is pleas'd, and is pleaſing and young, 


Then, Chloe, I ſudden muſt make my Retreat, 

Thy Roſe is too Blooming, too 1nort-liv*d and 
ſweet ; 3 

But, Jenny, thy Myrtle is laſting and green, 

And all the Vear thro' thou the ſame ſtill art ſeen, 


. SONG XXXI. 


Tart CoqutrTTE RECLAIu'p. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, 
Set by' My. Potter. iF 


HE Story goes, that Siſter Be“ 
Reſolv'd to play the Field Coquette, 
Amongſt the-ruſtic Breed: 
But tir'd of flirting on the Green, 
She cry'd, who'd live, to live unſeen? 
„ Not I, not I, indeed.” 


Away ſhe flies, leaves ev'ry *Squire; 


To tell his Tale by Winter Fire, | 
wy b While 


ll 


1d 
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While Hearts like Cherries bleed: 
« But what's all this to I? ſays ſhe, 
« A rural Life won't do for me, 
« It won't, it won't, indeed.“ 


&« Give me the Park to flaunt about, | 
«« The Play-Houſe, Ranelagh, and Rout.” 
But how did this ſacceed ? 
Admir'd by Lords, ſhe loſt her Fame, 
On ev'ry Window glar'd her Name, 
*Tis true, *tis true indeed. 


At length ſhe ſought the flighted Plain, 

Grew a good Girl, careſs'd her Swain, 

And ſoon they were agreed: 

« Will you not love me now, he ſays ? 

% O yes! the longeſt Nights and Days, 
% J'Il love, I'Il love, indeed.“ 


SONG XXXII. 


Diana and Cupip. 


A CanNnTATA. K 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. A. Fiſher, 


R&EcIiTATIVE. 


8 Dian and her hunting Train 
Once rov'd to try the Woods and Plain, 
Poor Cupid faſt aſleep they found, 
His Bows and Arrows on the Ground. 
Well pleas'd to find his Godſhip there, 


She thus commands her liſt'ning Fair: 


C 2 
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Xa. 
Break, break with Speed, each pointed Dart! 
For if he wakes he'll ſurely turn our Foe, 
- Tis, 'tis to wound the tender Heart, 
His only Joy's to give us Woe. 
Now ſhall we ſafely trace the Plain, 
And haunt the River, Lawn and Grove, 
His Arrows broke, his Pow'r 4s vain, 
You now may ſafely laugh at Love. 
. ReciraTive. 
When now, too late, the God awoke, 
| Saw Dian and her Fav'rites by, 
The fatal Miſchief thus he ſpoke, 
Whilſt Malice ſparkled from each Eye. 
AIR. 
Tho? Cupid is vanquiſh'd to-Day, 
Believe not my Empire is o'er, 
To Yeu; ['ll hie me away, | 
She'll arm me as well as before, 
Oh Dias what Nymph of thy Train 
Is ſafe when I aim the ſure Dart ? 
Pm mad with the Wrongs I ſuſtain, 
Then, Goddeſs, take care of thy Heart. 


SON G XXXIII. 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. 


| the Grove, | 
Each Tongue in the Village proclaims I'm in Love; 
With a Laugh they point at us as paſſing along, 


And Colin and Vell are their Jeſt and their Song. 
| Suſpicion 


INCE they trac'd me alone with a Swain io 


has *.. 


I 
/ 
1 
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Suſpicion: long whiſpered it over the Green, 
But Scandal now tells what ſhe never has ſeen ; 


Wherever we wander, yet faſter ſhe flies, 
What we do, or we ſay, ſhe reflects with her Lies, 


How we trip all by Moonlight to love-haunted 
Bow'rsz | 

How we toy and we kiſs at the ſweet-gliding Hours: 

All- this and yet more if ſhe will ſhe may name, 

For we meet without Crime, and we part without 
Shame. | 

I own that I love him, he's ſa to my Mind, 

And = with Impatience till Fortune's more 

ind; 

I ſtill will love on till our Fate's to be bleſt, 

And — Talk may be louder, it ſhan't break our 
Reſt. | 


Let Malice her Tongue and her Eyes all employ, 
And Envy do all to embitter our Joy; | 
The Time that is coming ſhall ſoften the paſt, 
And crown the gay Nymph and her Colin at laſt, 


SONG XXXIV. 
THe TRANSFORMATION, 


Sung by Mri. Tnoursox. 


HOE' ER with curious Eye has rang'd 
Thro' Ovid's Tales has ſeen, 

How Jove, incens'd, to Monkeys chang'd 

A Tribe of worthleſs Men. 
Repentant ſoon th' offending Race, 

Intreat the injur'd Pow'r, | 
To give them back the human Face, 

And Reaſon's Aid reſtore. 
C 3 Jeve 
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eve, ſooth'd at length, his Ear inclin'd, 
And granted half their Pray'r; | 

But t'other Half he bid the Wind 
Diſperſe in empty Air. 

Scarce had the Thund'rer giv'n the Nod, 

\ 'That ſhook the vaulted Skies, 

With haughtier Air the Creatures ſtrode, 
And ftretch'd their dwindled Size. 


The Hair in Curls luxurious, now 
Around their Temples ſpread ; 

The Tail, that whilom, hung below, 
Now dangled from the Head. 

The Head remains unchang'd within, 
Nor alter'd much the Face, 

It ſtill retains its native Grin, 
And all its old Grimace. 


Thus Half transform'd, and Half the ſame, 
Fove bade them take their Place, 

Reſtoring them their ancient Claim, 
Amotig the human Race. 

Man with Contempt the-Brute ſurvey'd, 
Nor would a Name beſtow; 

But Woman lik'd the motley Breed, 
And call'd the Thing a Beau. 


SONG XXXV. 
A HuxTinG SONG. 


Sung by Mr. Reinhold, at Marybone Gardens. 


W 


Zephyr's cool Gale 


Carries Fragrance and Healch ove Mountains and 
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HEN the Morning Peeps forth, and the 


U 
U 
1 
V 


Py 0 > 


11 


* 


f 


[a7 of 

Up, ye Nymphs and ye Swains, and together we'll - 
rove 3 

Up Hill and down Valley, by Thicket and Grove; 

Then follow with me, where the Welkin reſounds 

With the Notes of the Horn, and the Cry of the 

Hounds. | 


Let the wretched be Slaves to Ambition and 
Wealth, | 
All the Bleſſings I aſk, is the Blefling of Health ; 
So ſhall Innocence ſelf give a Warrant to Joys, 
No Envy diſturbs, no Dependance deſtroys. 
Then follow, Oc. 


O'er Hill, Dale and Woodlands with Raptures we 
roam, 

Vet returning ſtill find the dear Pleaſures at Home; 

Where the chearful good Humour gives Honeſty 
Grace, b | | 

And the Heart ſpeaks Content in the Smiles of the 
Face. | 

Then follow, Oc. 


 $ONG XXXVI. 
Nancy or TAE VALE, 
Sung by Mrs. Baddeley, at Ranelagh, 
Set by Mr. Dibdin. 


RECITATIVE. 
e HE weſtern Sky was purpled o'er, 
id With every pleaſing Ray, 
d And Flocks reviving felt no more 
The ſultry Heats of Day ; | 
) | i When 


5 | 11 
When from a Hazel's artleſs Bow'r, 
Soft warbled Strepbhon' Tongue; 
He bleſt the Day, he bleſt the Hour, 
While Nancy's Charms he ſung. 
Aix. 
Let Fops with fickle Falſehoods range 
The Paths of wanton Love, . 
While weeping Maids lament the Change, 
And ſadden every Grove; 
But endleſs Bleſſings crown the Day 
I ſaw fair EHHam's Dale, 
And every Bleſſing find its Way 
To Nancy of the Vale, 


Far in the winding Valeretir'd, 
This peerleſs Bud I found, 

And ſhad'wing Rocks and Woods conſpir'd 
To fence her Beauties round : 

That Nature in ſo lone a Dell 
Should form a Nymph ſo ſweet, 

Or Fortune to her ſecret Cell, 

Conduct my wand'ring Feet! 


Gay Lordlings ſought her for their Bride, 
But ſhe would ne'er incline ; 
Prove to your Equals true, ſhe cry'd, 
As I will prove to mine ; 
"Tis Strepbhon on the Mountain's Brow 
Has won my right good Will; 
To him I gave my plighted Vow, 
With him PlI'climb the Hill. 


Struck with ber Charms and gentle Truth, 
I claſp'd the conſtant Fair; 

To her alone I gave my Youth, 
And vow'd my future Care. 


And 
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And when this Vow ſhall faithleſs prove, 
Or I thoſe Charms forego ; 

The Stream that ſaw our tender Love, 

That Stream ſhall ceaſe to flow. 


SONG XXXVIL 


ANACREONTIC. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. 


OU know that our ancient Philoſophers held, 

There is nothing in Beauty, or Honour, or 
Gold; 

That Bliſs in Externals, no Mortal can find, - 
And in Truth, my good Friends, I am quite of 
their Mind. g 
What makes a Man happy, I never can doubt, 
*Tis Something within him, and Nothing without; 
This Something, they ſaid, was the Source of Con- 

tent, | 5 
And whate'er they call'd it, twas Wine that they ' 
meant. E f | 
Without us, indeed, it is not worth a Pin; 
But, ye Gods! how divine if we get it within; 
*Tis then, of all Bleflings, the' flouriſhing Root, 
And — ſpite of the World, we can gather the 
ruit. | 


When the Bottle is wanting the Sool is depreſt, 

And Beauty can kindle no Flame in the Breaſt ; 

Bat _ Wine at our Hearts we are always in 
Te © ;Þ 

We can ſing like the Linnet and bill like the Dove. 

£ 3 The 
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The richeſt and greateſt ape poor and repine,. | 
If with 2 and With Grandeur you give them 

no Wine; 2 aff! 
But Wine to the Peaſant or Slave if yon bripg, 
He's as rich as a Jew, and as great as a King, 
With Wine at my Heart, Lam happy and free, 
Externals without it are nothing to me; 
9 fill, and this Truth from a Bumper you'll 

now, Io Ba 


That Wine is of Bleſſings, the Bleſſing below. 
8s O NG XXXVII. 
Tas HIc TAN QUEEN. 
10 Sung by Mr. Vernon. | 


Sailor's Voice, tho' coarſe, can raiſe 
A Note to melodize his Lays, 
quit the ſwelling Seas to praiſe 
The Charms of Highland Nell. 


The droning Bagpipe ſhall be mute, 

Such Muſic with ſuch Charms can't ſuit, 

When ev'ry, Muſe will tune her Lute 
= wu Praiſe of Highland Nelly. 


Ve tinkling Rills, ye fertile Plains, 

Where blyth Content for ever reigns, 

Repeat abroad the honeſt Strains 
Which flow in Praiſe of Nel. 

Still be the-Lowland Laſſes fair, 

Still be they proud of golden Hair; 

But where's the Grace, the Mien, the Air, 

That ſhines in Highland Welly? 
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Amidſt her Nymphs when Yerus ſtood, 
Fair as (he left the briny Flood, 


Unleſs ſhe mov'd, no Gazer cou bd 


Diſcern the Queen of Beaut7). UAA 


So at a 27 7770 Ball I've ſeen 

Unmov'd this pretty Highland Queen ; 

But when ſhe Jana, — Gods! l've been 
In Love with Highland Nell. 


SONG XXXIX. 


TE HumMoRovus Lass. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


MART Doll of the Green, who lov'd Mirth 
as her Life, | 

By many a Swain was requeſted to Wife; 

Her Figure was graceful, and comely her Face, 

Yet in , Ga Affections no Man had ta'en Place: 

The *Squire of the Vill took it into his Head, 

That he by great Proffers could win her to Bed; 

But all his fine Artifice. Dolly thro? ſaw, 

And baulk'd the poor Squire with a hearty ha! ha! 


Next edge of the Vale all his Flame did impart, 
Who knew yothing more than a Plough or a Cart; 
With aukward Addreſs he made a ſtrange Fuſs, 
Turn'd his Hat o'er his Thumb and beg'd for a 
Buſs, 
The Lout fetch'd a Sigh, and cry'd, *deed Doll tis 
true, | 
Iſe love the moſt woundely, i” faith, Girl, I do: 
But 7s flap'd his Fools Chops and bid him with- 
raw, | 
So {ent him away while ſhe loud laugh'd ha! ha! 
C6 "a 
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The next was a fellow ſo ſmart and ſo ſpruce, 

Who 3 and ſung, mong the Girls play'd the 
uce | x 

And poor Dolly thought to ſerve as the Reſt, 

But ſhe was too ſharp, and of him made a Jeſt. 


| ay Doll, P11 ne'er wed till I meet with a Man! 


uch leſs let a Fop my Affections trepan; 
And ſaid, ſuch à Thing ſhe before never ſaw, 
But hop'd he'd excuſe it, and laugh'd out ha ! ha! 


With the Ladies I know 'tis a primitive Rule, 
Much better be plagu'd with a Knave'than a Fool ; 
And others again this Opinion impart, 

n Eyes they will pleaſe if they torture their 

eart. 
From theſe I diſſent, but approve of the Plan 
That Dolly laid down, till you meet with your Man; 
Then your Hands and your Hearts may unite with- 
out Flaw, 
Andyour conjugal State be one Scene of ha! ha! 


SONG XL. 
A BaLLaD. 1 


Ser by Mr, Worgan, and ſung by M 1. in 


auxhall- Gardens. 


— 


* pleaſe me the more, and to change the 
dull Scene, 
My Swain took me oft to the Sports on the Green; 
And to every fine Sight would he tempt me to roam, 
For he fear'd leſt my Heart ſhould grow weary of 
Home, 


To 
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To yield to my Shepherd ſo fond and fo kind, 
I left my dear Cot and true Pleaſures behind; 
And oft as | went ſaw *twas Folly to roam, 
For falſe all the Joy was that grew not at Home. 


To flirt, to be prais'd, was to me no — | 

I figh'd for no Swain with my own in my Sight; 

Then how could I wiſh all abroad thus to roam, 

When Love and Contentment were always at 
Home ? - 


Like the Bird in the Cage, who's been kept there 
too long. Py N 1 0 

I'm bleſt as I can be, and ſing my glad Song; 

I aſk not again in the Woodlands to roam, 

Nor chooſe to be free, nor to fly from my Home. 

Ye Nymphs, and ye Shepherds, ſo frolick and 
gay; | 

Who in roving now flutter your Moments away ; 

Believe it my Aim ſhall be never to roam, 

But - live my Life through, and be happy at 

ome. | 


SONG XII. 
Tus Vixcin MoniToR, 


* Virgins of Britain, who wiſely attend 
The Dictates of Reaſon, who value a Friend, 
Come liſt to my Counſel, and mark what I ſay, 
Ye Damſels beware of the Dangers of May. 

Ye, Ee. 0 . 


Tho? guarded by Virtue's all foſtering Hand ; 
Tho? Modeſty lend you her magical Wand; 
Tho” Innocence deck you with ſpotleſs Array, 
Ye Damſels beware of the Dangers of * 


— 


( 38 ] 
When firſt the gay Beauties of Nature appear, 


And Pbabus' bright Smile chears the juvenile Year; 


When the Birds chant their amorous Notes from 
each Spray, 

Ye Damſels beware of the Dangers of May. 

Shauld Flora propoſe you the vernal Delight, 

Her delicate Paintings exhibit to Sight ; | 

In her Meadows and Fields ſhould you frolick and 

lay; | 

Beware, Oh ! beware of the Dangers of May. 

When the Blood briſkly flows, the all eloquent 
Eyes , 

Reveal every Secret the Heart would diſguiſe ; 

The Boſom quick-panting with Force ſeems to ſay, 

Tis hard to refilt all the Dangers of May. 

Should an amorous Youth, this ſoft Scene to im- 
prave, 

With Ardour implore the Reward of his Love; 

If Hymen attend you his Dictates obey, 

For Wedlock removes all the Dangers of May. 


SONG XLII. 
Sung at Ranelagh, by Mafter Blundell, _, 
Compoſed by Mr. Barthelemon. | 


E Fair be advis'd by a Friend, ge + 
Whoſe Counſel proceeds from the Heart, 
On Beauty no longer depend, 2 
Or fly to the Efforts of Art. 
If a Shepherd you'd gain ro your Arms, 
Let Virtue each Action approve ; 
Her Charms the fond Boſom alarms, 
And ſoftens the Soul into Love. 


To 
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To Day be not nice as @ Bride. 
To-morrow untimely ſevere; 

Let Prudence and Truth be your Guide, 
Nor Caprice or Folly appear; 

Unleſs you * govern your Mind, 
And baniſh Deceit from your Breaſt, 

Too.ſoon by Experience you'll find, 

Inconſtancy ne'er can be bleſt. 


NegleQed you'll wither and fade, 
*Till Beauty by Age ſhall decay, 
Then lonely retreat to the Shade, 
And mourn the ſad Hours away; 
How deſp'rate will then be your Fate 
How great your ſad Loſs to deplore ! 
Repentance, alas ! 1s too late, | 
When the Power to charm is no more. 


SONG XIII. 


4 favourite Seng. ſung by Mrs. Weichſell, a: Vaux- 


hall-Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


IMPLE Strepban, ceaſe complaining, 
8 Talk no more of fooliſh Love; 
Think not e er my Heart to reigu in, 

Think not all you ſay can move. 


Did I take Delight to fetter 
Thrice ten thouſand Slaves a Day; 
Thrice ten thouſand Times your Betters 
Gladly would my Rule obey. 
Simple Strephon, &c. 


Seck 


. 
Seek not her who till forbids you, 
) To ſome other tell your Moan ; 
Chuſe where'er your Fancy leads you, 
Let Chlorinda but alone. | 
Simple Strephon, c. | | 
SONG XLIV. 


TuB Goop FELL W 

Sung by Mr. Vernon, at. Vauxhall-Gardens.. , 
Set by Mr. Bates. 

ISTANT hie thee, carping Care, 


all . D 


From the Spot where I do dwell ; | 

Rigid Martals, come not there, 8 
PFrowuns, begone to Hermit's Cell; 

But let me live the Life of Souls, * 


With Laugltter, Love, and flowing Bowls. 


Miſer, with thy paltry Pelf 
I give 'gainſt thee my Hate its Scope; 
Wretch that liv'ſ but for thyſelf, 
With Heart of Ruſt that cannot ope: 
Fly Bird of Night from Sun and Souls, 
That love and laugh o'er flowing Bowls.. 


Who can let the Penſive go, 
Or the Eye that drops a Tear, 
And not weed their Minds of: Woe, p 
May not, dare not peep in here : 
Who can't be Friends, can ne'er be Souls, 
Nor e'er ſhall quaff our flowing Bowls. 


Joys on Joys, O let me taſte, 
Health and Mirth dwell Gate, 
While with Eaſe my Sand doth waſte, . 
Whilſt I bleſs the Book of Fate; 


«a «A wi. 4% 


Then 
MF 
ef #I 


4 


7 
1 


Then let me live the Life of Souls, 
With Laughter, Love, and flowing Bowls. 
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SONG XLV. 
Sung by Mi/s Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. 


T H E faireſt Flow'rs the Vale prefer, 
And ſhed ambroſial Sweetneſs there; 
While the tall Pine and Mountain Oak, 

Oft feel the Tempeſt's ruder Stroke. 


So in the lowly moſs- grown Seat, 
Dear Peace and Quiet dwell, 

The Storms that wreck the Rich and Great 
Fly o'er the Shepherd's Cell. 


SONG XLVI. 
. Jockey and JENNY. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, at Vauxhall Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Bates. 


8 Jockey and Jenny ſat in the cool Shade, 
A Young Jockey was happy, and happy the 
Mai 


aid ; 
She bluſh'd, and ſhe cry'd, * Dear 7ockey with thee 


„My Life, tho” in Bondage, would ſeem to be 


free.” 1 
Then Fockey to Jenny his Paſſion to prove, 
Her Hand gently kils'd, his Eyes darting Love, 
Cry'd out in a Tranſport, —““ Was ever a Pair 
do happy as Fockey and Jenm the Fair!“ 
5 Content 
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Content with each other, in humble Retreat, 
They court not new Beauties, nor envy the Great; 
He'll not quit his Nymph, nor the Nymph quit 
her Swain, 
For Pleaſure that's falſe, or for Riches to gain; 
He breathes the ſoft Pipe, and her Voice tunes the 
Song, | 
Or they Hand in Hand walk the green Vallies 
along ; | | 
Content, with true Pleaſure, their Footſteps attends, 
For Fockey and Jenny are Lovers and Friends. 


While Rovers leave Sylvia for Chloe's bright Eyes, 
Then Anynta purſue, and fair Chloe deſpiſe; 
The pure Flame of Love in their Breaſts will ne'er 
burn, 
And their Nymphs learn from them to be falſe in 
their Turn : 
While Tockey and Jenny, beneath their thatch'd 
Ot, ; 
Are Strangers to Care, and bleſs Fate for their Lot. 
Ye .. mg and Great would you true Pleaſure 
are 95; | 
Be conſtant like Fockey and Jenny the Fair. 
SONO , XLVII. 
REAL PLEASURE. | 
Sung by Mrs. Baddeley, at Ranelagh. 
| Set by Mr. Dibdin, 
HEPHERD, would'ſt thou here obtain 
Pleaſure unallay'd by Pain ; 
Joy that ſuits the rural Sphere ; 


Gentle Shepherd lend an Ear : 
ba Learn 


" en & wn moe ih foo fra fro en. 9m. 3 dafnfnd > Mii dint HY .yY A... DA 9 
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Learn to reliſh calm Delight, 
Verdant Vales and Fountains bright; 
Trees that nod on ſloping. Hills; 
Caves that echo, tinkling Rills. 


Tranquil Pleaſures never cloy ; 
-Baniſh each tumultuous Joy; 

All but Love, for Love inſpires 
Fonder Wiſhes, fiercer Fires; 
Love and all its Joys be thine, 
Yet ere thou the Reins reſign, 
Hear what Reaſon ſeems to ſay, 
Hear attentive and obey : 


Crimſon Leaves the Roſe adorn, 

But beneath them lurks a Thorn; 

Fair and flow'ry is the Brake, 

Yet it hides the vengeful Snake: 
Think not ſhe whoſe enipty. Pride 
Dares the fleecy Garb deride, 

Think not ſhe who, light and vaio, 
Scorns the Sheep, cap love the Swain. 


Let not Lucre, let not Pride, 
Draw thee from ſuch Charms aſide: 
Have not thoſe their proper Sphere? 
Gentler Paſſions triumph here. 

Seek no more, the reſt is yain, 
Pleaſure ending ſoon in Pain, 
Anguiſh lightly gilded o'er, 

Cloſe thy Wilh and ſeek no more. 


4] 


SONG XLVIII. 


Tus New Jocxzr. 


favourite Scotch Song, ſung at Marybone Gar- 


dens, 


E verdant Woods, and cryſtal Streams, 


By whoſe enamell'd Side 
I ſhar'd the Sun's refreſhing Beams, 
While Jockey was my Guide: 
No more their Shades or Murmurs pleaſe 
Poor Sylvia's love-ſick Mind; 
No rural Streams can give me Eaſe, 
Since Fockey proves unkind, 


Come, gloomy Eve, and vail the Sky 
With Clouds of darkeſt Hue; 

Wither, ye Plants ; 
Unchear'd with balmy Dew. 

Ye wildly warbling Birds, no more 
Your 7 15 can ſooth my Mind; 


My Hours of Joy, alas! are o'er, 
Since Jockey proves unkind. 


I'll hie me to ſome dreary Grove, 
For ſighing Sorrow made, 
Where nought bar plaintive Strains of Love 


Reſound through ev'ry Shade; 
When the ſad Turtle's melting Grief 
With Philomel is join'd, Y 
Alone ſhall yield my Heart Relief, 

Since Jockey proves unkind. 


ye Flowrets die! 


* 
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Be warn? Sylvia's Fate, ye Maids; I 
And "a & N ſoft Peceis, 
Tho' Love's own Eloquence perſuades, 
'Tis all a dang'rous Cheat. 
Fly quickly, fly the faithleſs Swain, 
His treach'rous Arts deſpiſe; 
So ſhall you live exempt from Pain, 
While hapleſs Sylvia dies. 


s ONO XLX. 
Sung by Mafter Blundell, at Ranelagh. 
Compoſed by Mr. Barthelemon, 


7 WAS in that Seaſon of the Year, 
When all Things gay and ſweet appear, 
That Colin with the morning Ray, 
Aroſe and ſung his rural Lay; 
Of Nanny's Charms the Shepherd ſang, 
The Hitls and Dales with Nan rung, 
While Ro/lin Caftle heard the Swain, 
And echo'd back the chearful Strain. 


Awake, ſweet Muſe, the breathing Spring 
With Rapture warms, awake and ling 3 
Awake and join the vocal Throng, 

Who hail the Morning with a Song ! 

To Nanny raiſe the chearful Lay ; 

Oh! bid her haſte and come away, 

In ſweeteſt Smiles herſelf adorn, 

And add new Graces to the Morn. 


O hark! my Love, on ev'ry Spray, 
Each feather'd Warbler tunes his Lay; 


"Tis 


ban 
"Tis Beauty fires the raviſh'd\Throng, 
And Love inſpires the melting Song. 
Then let my raptur'd Notes arife, 
For Beauty darts from Nanny's Eyes, 
And Love my riling Boſom warms, 
And fills my Soul with ſweet Alarms. 


O come, my Love, thy Colin's Lay 

With Rapture calls, O come away ! | 
Come while the Maſe this Wreath ſhall twine, 
Around that modeſt Brow of thine; 

O! hither haſte, and with thee bring 
That Beauty blooming like the Spring; 

Thoſe Graces that divinely ſhine, 

And charm this raviſh'd Breaſt of mine. 


n»> FrGAMAQouWMNN irc it 


| SONG . | 
THe Birks or ENDERMAY. 
Sung by Mrs. Baddeley, at Ranetagh. 


HE ſmiling. Morn, the blooming Sprin 

Invite 88 Birds to = ; . b 
And while they warble on each Spray, 
Love melts the'univerſal Lay: 
Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 
Like them improve the Hour that flies, 
And in ſoft Raptures waſte the Day, 
Among the Birke of E#dermay, I 
| Among, Oe. * 
For ſoon the Winter of the Vear, 
And Age Life's Winter will appear; 
At this thy living Bloom will fade, 
Av'that will ſtrip the verdant Shade: 


. 


Our 
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Our Taſte of Pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feathered Songſters are no more; 
And when they — and we decay, 
Adieu the Birks of Endermay: 


Behold the Hills and Vales around, 
With lowing Herds and Flocks abound; 
The wanton Kids and friſking Lambs 
Gambol and dance about their Dams, 
The buſy Bees with humming Noiſe, 
And all the reptile Kind rejoice, 

Let us like them then ſing and play, 
About the Birks of | Endermay. 


SONG LIL 
Sung by: Mr. Vernon. 


ES Delia, tis at length too plain, 
My boaſted Liberty how vain, 

Thy Eyes triumphant prove : 

My Freedom now I ceaſe to boaſt, 

But think that Freedom nobly loſt, 

By ſerving thee and Love. 


I talk'd, I laugh'd, with ev'ry Fair; 
No jealous Pang, no anxious Care, 
Did e'er my Heart perplex ; 

Till I beheld, too lovely Maid ! 
In thee, with ev'ry Grace diſplay'd, 
The Charms of all thy Sex. 


SONG 


en 
SONG III. 


OW heavy the Time rolls leaps 
Now Julia is out of my Sight 

How dull is the Nightingale's Song, 

That formerly gave ſuch Delight! 

The Meadows that ſeemed ſo green, 

Now loſe all their Verdure of May; 

The Cowſlip and Violet are ſeen 

To droop, Fade, and wither away. 


Bright Phæbus no longer can pleaſe, 
Gay Proſpects no longer can charm ; 
E'en Mufick affords me no Eaſe, 

Tho? wont ev'ry Paſſion to calm: 

My Flocks too diſorderly ftray, 

And bleat their Complaints in my Ear; 
No more they leap, frolick, and play, 
But ſad like their Maſter appear. 


But ah! if my Julia were ſeen, 


My Lambs they'd rebound on the Plain: 
Each Flowret wou'd ſpring on the Green, 


And Nightingales charm me again: 
Return then, my Fair-one, return, 
Your coming no 1 delay; 
O! leave not your Shepherd to mourn, 
But haſten, my Charmer, away, 


SONG 


Ar 


Al 
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A favourite Scotch Song, Sun Mr. Vernon, at 
f Vauxhal Ge. | 


Set by My Hook. 


Love, I doat, I rave with Pain, 
No Comfort's in my Mind ; 
There ne'er could be a happier Swain, 
Were Sylvia leſs unkind. 


For when (as long her Chains I've worn) 
I ſeek Relief from Smart, 1 
She only gives me Looks of Scorn ; 
Alas ! *twill break my Heart. 


My Rival, rich in worldly Store, — 
May offer Heaps of Gold; W 
But ſurely I a Heaven adore, 
Too precious to be fold. ' 


Can Sylvia ſuch a Coxcomb prize 
or Wealth, N 7 — ; 
And my poor Sighs and Tears deſpiſe? © 
Alas! 'ewill break my Heart. _— 


When, like ſome panting how ring Dove, 
I for my Bliſs contend, 

And plead the Cauſe of eager Love,- 
he coldly calls me Friend. __ 


Ah! Sylvia, thus in vain you ſtrive 
12 act a Healer's Part; 


'Twill keep but ling'ring Pain alive, 
Alas ! and break my Heart, 


D But, 


: 


Sad. 3 
But, Sylvia, when this Conqueſt's won, 


And I am dead and xold, 
Renounce the cruel Deed a done, | 


Nor ory when tis wid. 


For ev'ry lovely gen'rous Maid 
Will take my'injuri'd Part, ; 
And blame thee, Sia, I'm afraid, 
For breaking my paar Heart. | 


SONG. MV... | 

( A Car v. RP 
Sung by Mrs. Baddeley, ar Ranelagh. 

| Kr iy Meri: Dibdin. 7 


Ar I've implord4he Gods in vais, | 
i; And pray\tHH ve been wary, 
For once Ill try my Wifh'to gain, 
Of Oberon the Fairy. | 
e 
Sweet airy Being, wanton Spright,  _ 
That luft fta Woods 1,15 aj 3 | 
Or oft by Cynthia's Silver Light, 
Lai whois ety pe emo. 
If &er thy pitying Heartawasmov'd 
4s ancient ſtories'tell; B&D ads | 
| And for th ww ar genes that lord 
Thou ſought; 2,vwoud'rous Spell,  _ | 
O * once more 3 E 
1 n e i ug] 42> 4 
Overeign a8. uw 4 &t Q rn Flow ts . 
Conceals a Balm for me, | 


. 


RERCITA- 


1 ] 
RECITATIVE. 917. pa 
Ah! haſte and ſhed the ſacred Balm, 
My ſhatter'd Nerves new ſtring ; 
And for my Gueſts ſerenely catm 
The Nymph Jadiff*rence bring. 
At her Approach ſee Fear, pale Fear, 
And ExpeRation fly ! FS 
And Diſappointment in the Rear, 
That blaſts the promis'd Joy. 
The Tear that Pity taught to flow, 
The Eye ſhall then diſown; 
The Heart that | aide for other's Woe, 
Shall then ſcarce feel its own. 
And Wounds that now each Moment bleed, 
Each Moment then ſhall cloſe ; 
And on Days:fhallthen-fnccead, 
To Nights a tale RG pe. 
1180 Arn. | | 


O Fairy Elf, hut grant me this, 
This one kind Comfart ſend, 

And ſo may never- fading Bliſs,  - ny” 
Thy flow'ry Paths attend.  — 


So may the Glaw-Worm's glittering Li ight 
hy tiny Footſteps. lee wr 
To ſome new Region of Delight 
Unknown to martal'Tread. . 


And be thy Acorn Gohlet Hd 
With Heaven's ambrofial Dew, 
From ſweeteſt freſheſt Flo re diſtiłꝰu 
That ſhed freftt $w2ets/for you. 


940 D 2 And 


And what of Life remains ſor me 
I'll paſs in,ſober:Eaſe; 

Half-pleas'd, contented will I be, 
Content but half to pleaſe. 


$ONG LV. 
HEN I ſurvey thee, matchleſs Fair, 
: Adorn'd with ev'ry Charm ; 
O! how can I from Love forest! 8 
. Or how the Paſhon calm? oa, 
Such beauteous Charms in. thee appear, 
Bright as the Morning Sun : 


Why gaze I, ſimple Shepherd, here, 
And ſeek to be undone ? | 


But Nature ne'er defign'd us Harm, 
When ſhe ſuch Skill employ'ds -. 

Each heav'nly Grace, and beauteous Charm, 
Were gave to be enjoy'd. 

Then let your beautedus Smiles confeſs 
Complacency of Mind, 

And ev'ry ſoft Deſire expreſs ; 
And as you're fair, be kind. 

Then you, replete with ey'ry Grace, 
Will ſhew how you deſpiſe 

Thoſe little Arts Coquettes embrace, 

To catch unguarded Eyes, 

So may you then with Juſtice claim 

he Loſs they moſt deplore,, 

Unblemiſh'd Manners, pureſt Fame, 


When Beanty'll be no more.. 5 


d 
( 
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Tus Incomrant/ 


Sung by My. Phillips, at Mary bone Gardens. 


Ser by Dr. Arne. _ 


OUNG Danes, with ſeducing Art, 
His well-feign'd Paſhon pleads; 
Bids Sylvia take his conftant Heart, 
1 She loves, and he ſucceeds : | 
Yet he her kiſs-1mprinted Lips ' 
_ - Forſakes within the Hour, 
And apes the roving Bee, that fis 
he Sweets of ev'ry Flow'r. 15 
New Objects now attract hi Eyes,, 
Ing Subdu'd by other Charms 3 ; W "76 f aa 
While hapleſs Sylvia vainly tries 
To lure him to her Arms. 
Of this, ye blooming Fair, be ſare, 
If Virtue once give Way 
The Heart you think you hold ſecure, 
No longer owns your Sway. 


--$O0NG LVL 


Sawwney, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn? 
Thy Preſents could caſe me, 
When neathing could pleaſe me; 


Now dowie I ſigh on the Banks of the Burn,  _ : 


Or throw the Wood, Laddie, until tho return. 


D 3 Tho 


* . 2 0 


—— — 


. T1 
Tho“ Woods now. are bonny, and Mornings are 


| clear ; 

While Lav*rocks are ſinging, 

And Primroſes {ringing ; 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my Eyne or my Ear, 
When throw the Woed,. Laddie, ye dinna appear, 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell 

I'm faſh'd wi! their Scorning, 

Baith Ev'ning and Morning; 
Their Jeering gaes aft to my Heart wi' a Knell, 
When throw the Wood, Laddie, I wander myſell. 


Then ftay, my dear Sawmey, nae langer *. ; 
But quick as an Arrow, 
Haſte here to thy Marrow, 


\,Wha's living in Langaor till that happ . 


When throw the Wood, e, we! Attn lng 
and play. t 7 Ne 


. 


, N . LIII. 
Afawurite Duetto, in the Serenata of Sonouon- 
he” 28 4} | Seri by Dri Boyce, 


i eg let us range the Fields 
Impearled with the Morning Dew, 
Or view the F mor Viney 4 = ds, 

r the Apple's cluſtering Bough ; 
I 98 in Me eutbon wel Shades, 
 Impervious to the Nooti=tide Ray, 
By tinkling Rills on roſy Beds, 

"We'll love tbe ſultry ] Hours aW xy. 


. : . 
f? - 2 


SONG 


1 h 
x; 80 NG EIX. 


„Tus, Faix, SEX VINDICATED. 2 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall Gardens. 
Se Mr. Bates. N 
HE Goodneſs of Women, ſome. Men wil 


diſpute, 
But I ſhall their Arguments fairh confute: 
Undeniably prove that they do what they ought, - 
And ſay what you will they are never in 1 ault. 


You ſometimes object to their lebe Pongbes, ; 
That they haraſs your Ears, ” and deſtroy their own 
Lungs ; 
Should Boys Salk, peu Creature tom Moraiog 
"i ight G 4 | 
From fifteen to fifty they are all in the Right. 


If Reſentment againſt the Fair-Sex you copttive, 
Give Attention to Slanders, and Slanders believe; 
Behold their ſweet Faces — Reſentment will fly, 


Vexation turn Pleaſure, and Jealouſy die. 


The Poets ſtrange Tales tell of Orybeur, You know; 
How he went for his Wife to the Regions beo; 
But it muſt be a Falſehood, becauſe one fo fair, 
So lovely and kind, was too good to go there. 


No more at theſe Charmers,. ye e rail, 
But o'er your Barbarity get 'em prevail; 
Perfection to Kings and to Females belong, © | 

For Women, like. Monarchs, can derer dv Wrong 


54 "$0NG 
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SONG IX. 
dung 5 Mrs. Barthelenion, af Ranelagh. 
44 14.4” 139 835 "I 


. by Mr. Baithelemon. 


ELL me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 97 
| Lately wand' ring o'er the Greet, 19 
x s Son, alittle Boy, x" 06P 
Fall of Frolic, Mirth and Joy? 
If you know his Shelter fay, © 
He's from Nu gone aſtray : aN 
Tell me, Laſſes, ve you ſeen, _ 
Such a one trip o'er the Green 


By his Marks the God you'll know, 

O'er his Shoulder hangs a BoW. 

And a Quiver fraught with parts, 1 
Poiſon ſure to human Heart? 
Tho” he's naked, Utile, ene 
He can triumph o'er the Mind. F | 
| Tell me, Laſſes, Fc. 


Subtle as the Lightning's Wound, 
Is, his piercing Arrow found; EY 9 40 
While the bolom d Heart it pains, 
No external Mark . 4; 
 . Reaſon's Shield itſelf is broke. 
By the — D 
Is : Tell me, Laſſes, G's: 3 5 


Ot the Urehin' s ſeen to le "FT 
Baſking in the ſunny, Eye, 

Or his deftin'd Prey he ſeeks 

On the ore s roſy — ; 


- 


E Þ 
Snowy. Breaſts, e. PAS 


Oft —— his pleaſing 
Tell me, Laſſes, 


She that the Receſs reveals 

Where the God himſelf conceals, 

Shall a Kiſs receive this Night 

From him who is her Heart's Delight; 

To Yenus let her bring the Boy, | 

She ſhall taſte Love's ſweeteſt ox. 
Tell me, Laſſes, Ce. 


SONG LXI. 
: Tus Mitx Marv. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
ber by Mr. Potter. 


WAS at the cool and fra 
When Evening Ke 
Sky, 
Tbat PEP choſe the Woodbine Shade, 
And William taught that Grove to figh {: 7 
The ſweeteſt Damſel ſhe on all the Plains, 
The ſofteſt Lover he of all the Swans. wy 


He took her by che L Hand, | 
Which oft bad made the Mill look br. 2411 
Her Cheeks with modeſt Blaſhes glow'd, 
As thus be breath'd his tender Tale; 3 

* lining Streams awhile forgot to flow, * 
he Doves to murmur, and the Breeze to blow. * 


16 1 


t Hour, 
14 70 the 


l J 
4“ O ſmile, my Fair, thy dimpbd Smiler 5 
„ Shall lengthen o the ſetting Ray: 
44 \ Thus let us melt the Hours — 


% Thus ſweetly languiſh Life awa 4 
© Thos ſigh ourſelves into each others B teat, 
* Loving as Turtles, and as Turtles hleſt.“ 


She ſigh'd and bluſh'd: 2 ſweet Conſent, 
He thank'd her off his bended Kate, 
And warmly, preſe d her n 
Was ever Vouth ſo bleſt as ber? 
The Moon to light the Lovers home ward roſe, 
And Fa lulPd chem to Repoſe. 


SONG LXH. 
Wann. 
Set, and Jung by Ms. Taylor, at * Gar- 


ens. 


mid by Me: Boyce. 


Gous * to range, ſo fond of Coy 
Variety s their Shrine: 6 
Each hae his Scheme and favꝰrite — 
But Woman; Woman „ mine. 


The feſtive Bowl, the martial Soul, 

The Miſers:h declnei; - Iv 8 

Like childiſh Tays; to ſame their 3 FL, 
But lovely Woman's) mane. = 


4 


With various Arts ſhe charms een 
And makes this Life divine; * 

"we all.che Tricks of all the Sex, * 
Id ail have Woman mine. 


159 ] 
Let Idiots rave, who what they'd have, 
The Sex they can't define 
Juſt as ſhe is, ſhe's form' d. to pleafe, 
And long be Woman mine... .. 4 


The ſparkling Eye, the melting, Sigh, 
— n Heart and Heart con’äſ%t  _ 
The Hifs of Love; all Nffs „ 


Make charming Woman miner” bs 


In Pomp and State, ſucceed. ye Great,... 
111 envy nor repive; 

If bleſt with Pow'r, to. Life's laſt Hour, ö 
10 keep dear Woman n 


8 O NG LXIB. 


| N Pity, Celia, to my Pain, | , 
I No more my Heart 14 Diſs 

let the Blaſts of ebld- 

Deſtroy my rifitip Bove. | 

My Love, as yet but: newly Blown, 

Muſt die for want of Care ; 

"Tis your's (as you- the Seeds have ſown}: + 0 
To ſave che Flow ra they bear. 155] 


When-firſt the ſpringing. Flow'r pee, . 
And ſhews its rifing Head, 
Each gentleſt Wind i it 8 fears, 

nd courts the Gard'ner's Ai 

Pity then, no longer firive 

To grieve my faithful Mind; 
Since Love and Faith, and Juli ce . 
Expect you to be Rind. 


9 5 0 
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SONG LXIV. 
Und THE Ros. * 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall Gardens. 
Ser by Mr. Potter. | 
. Mid/umner Eve, as I pals'd thro' the 


Grove, 


- I met with young Phillis, the Goddeſs of Loves 
My Heart was tranſported you well may ſuppoſe, 
I gave her a Kiſs——but wi under the Ro/e. 


She ſtarted and bluſh'd, and reply'd with a Frown, 
«« Don't fancy, you Swain, I'll be kiſs'd by a 


« Clown; ..... 


m courted by young Srrephin—ſee yonder he 


Still 1 gave Ke a Kif - but "twas _ the Roſe... 

© Come, come, deareſt Charmer, I tender] nvery'ds 
«© ] care not for Strephon ll not be W 7 
He's falle to young Phillic, he very well knows ; 
« My Heart is right honeſt, tho* ander he 1th 
« If St be falſe, what has Phillis to do? 
(She anſwer'd in Anguiſh) No Men ſure are 


«© true. 


C O Yes, _— dear Girl; (1 rephy'd) don't bh 


% But * aun, tho' ander the Ne Pr 
If you love me, (he cry'd) here then. 5 I 


« give 
« My Hea rt and Affection as long as 7 live.” 
T led ber to Chürch, and ſhe does not ſup ole, 4 


Bat Damon is conſtant, tho” under 1he Roſe. 


$40 3 5 M SONG 
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SONG- LXV. 39 
Parrr OF THE Hitt. 2 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. | 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


Venus, Queen of ſoft Delights, 
Accept, a Suppliant' 58 Prayer, 1nT 
Who wiſhes to attend the Rites wut e 
In Which thy Vot'ries mare. 
Inſpire his Tongue with gentleſt Airs, | 
Vet void of Art or Skill; 1455 
Whilſt he his unfeign'd Love declares 
For Patty of the Hill. 


What Strains, O Goddeſs! muſt he find. 
To melt her frozen Heart, | 
Since Words can ne'er * N his Mind, 
Nor e'er his Pain im e ESL 
Unleſs thy Son ſhall aid 
And Love in her ann 
In vain will prove his artleſs Praiſe 
Of Patty of the Hill. 


Her Cheeks with Roſe and Lily vies, 
Her Breath with ſweet Woodbine ; 
Inferior far unto her Eyes, 
The ſparkling Diamonds ſhine ; 
Her Voice excells the Linner's Notes, 
Exceeds the Thruſh's fill, 
In vain the ſtrive to raiſe their Notes 
Like Party's of the Hill. 


How ſhall I paint her tender Mind. 
(The Charms 1 moſt admire) 

In her is every Virtue joio'd 
-_ Paſſion can inſpire. . - 


; 162 J. 
Her Soul the Grates all tefine, 


She bends to eWorld refign _ 9 a4 
I'd freely all the World re 


For Fatq of the Rif. 


8 O NG: EVI. 0 
Tus FMOL IA PMbloe r. 
Al ys Song, Jung by Mr. Vernon, at Vaighall 
Gardens. 


INCE Artiſts who ſue forthe Trophiesof f Fame, 


Their Wie, and their Taſte, and their Genius 
pProclaim, 


Attend to my ige. where you certainly gad 
A Secret diſclos'd for the God of Mankind; 3 
And deny it whe can, ſure. the Laurel's my Does 


I have found out a Padlock io keep a Wife true. 


Should os amorous Goddeſs pre ſide oer your 
ame, 

With the Ardours of Vonth all: ber Paſiions inflame; 

Should her Beauty lead Captive each foſter Dtfire, 

And Kae pet Lovers ſtill ſigh and adatiee; 

Yet fearleſs you'd. truſt her, tho! Thoufands may 


ſae 
When I tell you my Padlock: to kevp, a Wiſe tue. 
Tho? the Huſband may think that he wiſely re- 


ſtrains, 
With => Bars" and his Boks, his Tonfinementand 
ains; |; 

How fatally weak mul this eee & ii) » 
Can Fetters of Steel bind like Fetters of IR 
Throw Jealouſy hence, bid Suſpicion adieu, 
mand s not the Padlock to keep a Wife _ in 

a} | g 


; 


I 


1 63 ] 
Should her Fancy i invite to the Park or the Play, 


W and 


A 25 2 


100 vo mut oy her her 


White ber Tae and ber Judgment you fondly 


approve, 
'Tis Reafon ſecures the. Treaſures of Love : 
And believe me no Coxcomb Admiſſion can fin 
For the Fair-one is ſafe; if you padlock her Mind; 


Tho? uy Virtues: with 1 ſhould frequently 
end. 

Let the Huſband be lol in the Lover and 8 

Let Doubts and Surmiſes no longer perplex,.. .. 

'Tis the Charm, of Indulgence that binds the ſole | 


Sex; 
They * r can prove falſe while this Maxim * 
iew, 
Geed- bumeur s the Padlock to keep a Wife true. 


SONG | LXVIE. * 
c / Dr: Arne: a 


H; Strepbon, wigs: can — fegt'® 1 
* The eager Joy I prove, 8 
While you each tender Art. employ 


To win my Soul to love? 


So well your Paſſion you reveal, 
So top the Lover's Part, 
That I with, Blaſbes, o].]ẽ | ſeel 
A Kebel in my Heart. 


Then take the Heart that pines 10 ge 
But ſee t kindly usꝰd; ! 
For Who ſuch Preſents will beſtow, 
I this ſhould be abus'd ? 


1 \ 


{4 


. 


— — 


. — 
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Tun Misgalzs or Aussen, 


% 
+ hb # % 0 y | 


TT Delia. 


DIE U, ye Streams ! that ſmoothly flow, . 
Ye vernal Airs, that ſoſtly blow; 
e P 


lains by blooming Spring array*d ; 
Ye Birds that warble — 


Unhurt from you my Soul could fly, 
Not drop one Tear, nor heave one dieb, 
But fore d from Delia's Charms to part, 
All Joy deſerts my drooping Heart. 
2 87 than the dew uit; Morn, wy 
| en Flow'rs the verdant Fields adorn 1 
Unſullied as the om Ray, 
That warms the balmy Breeze of May! 
Thy Charms divinely bright a 7 
And add new Splen „ rg 
Improve the Day with freſh Deli ent, 
And gild wich Joy the dreary =” N 


_—_ SONG: LXIx. | 
A favourite Glee for three Foie. wg x 


Set by Mr. Jackſon. . 


YN a Vale, clos'd with Woodbines, hah Gor 


toes. abound ; 
Rivulete murmur, and Echoes reſound; 
vow'd to the Muſes my Time and my Care, 


Since 1 me . er Fair. 


| 42115 
ine FI As 


„% 1 
As geg inſpiy'd me, I rangd and I ſung. 
And 1 s dear Name never fell from" "ay; 


ue: i 
But 1 a 11 Accent delighted my kr. Na & 
I could wiſh, . (TO My 2 wen, 
near. 2 
With fairen Ideas my Boſom 1 lord, l 


To drive from my How the dear Nymph-Lador'd: 
But the more Þ with Study my Fancy rend, \ 
The deeper Impreſſion ſhe made on my Wind. 1 


Ah ! whilſt Lihe Beauties of Nature purſue, & 
I till maſt my Daphre's fair Image review: 
The Graces have choſen with Daphne td'rove 
And the M. are all i in Alliance with Love, 


so N IA. 
Janas AND Nanny. 1 * 
der by Dr. Arne. os 
-HEN innocent Paſtimes our Teaſers aid 
,. crown, A 
Upon a green Meadow or under a Tee, 1+ 1 
Ere Nanny became a fine Lady. in Town, 


How lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe! 
Rouſe up thy Reaſon, my beautiful Nanny! 
Let no new Whim take thy Fancy from me: 
Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 
Favour thy Femmy who doats upon thee. 


Can the Death of a Linnet give Nanny the Spleek'| ? 


Can loſing of Trifles a Heart-aching Ws 
Can 1 * dogs or Monkies draw Tea from thoſe 


That look with Diſdain on Tikes me? © 
"KO 2 | ' Rouſe 


75 


66 


Rouſe up thy Reaſgg, my beautifol Manu. 
. prefer a vilł Parrot to me: 
h! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any... 


Think on thy Jun, who. doats pon thee, 


Oln, my deat Charmer; '6 

That flid away ſoftly between thee and me; 

| re 4 art. _— Ty Popptty-had 
. Power: 

70 rivab — 40d f 1 | 

Rouſe. up 2 Nannys, 

Let thy 2 be . in me: 


Oh !-as thou art bonn be prudenb as anz 
8 dee who d 


8 ON LXXI. 
Sig by Mift Ratlley, i Ex uon. 
HIS cold flinty, Heart i it is Non who have 


warm d, 


LINW | 


Mac ||: 
oats ay | 7 „ „ 


: 
— 1 
++ 


| Boa elend my Paſſions, my Senſes have chatm' dz | 


In vain againſt Merit and Cymon trove, 
What's Life Wihous PFaſſton, ſwoet Paſſion of Love? 


The Froſt nip the Bud, and the Roſe cannot blows 
From Youth f at is Froſinipt no Raptures can flow; 
Elyſium to him but a Deſart will prove: 


What's Life without Paſſion, ſweet Paſſion of Love? 


The Spring ſhauld ba warm, the young Seaſan be gay, 
Her . 150 her Flew'rets make. aihiowe ſweet 


ve bleſs Uk Cottage and fings thro? the Grove, 
Life wedelt N et 


- 


2A | SONG 


„Vin Feet Hour, 


So 


T6. BY 


N rn : 
Sung in the, Ex r "ds 14 
Set, by Mr. 85 . 9H 
8¹955 not your ours away 62 
Youth ſhall ever is Fog 


** * 
Ever ſhould dance bo? 10)-why my gps 
Pleaſure's inchanted Ground.. N 


Reaſon invites von, , 
Paſſion excites you, Denn 
Raptures abound, | 


Spring ſhall her Sweets diſplay, 
N mall. ix 75 Art; 


No Clouds ſhall mad ei he Da 17 120 x wool x 


No Grief the Heart. 
Love ſhall all his Frewſurts bring, © 
Beauty ſhall ſport and fing. i 


Free as the n 3 . ais se nd V. 
ils. ai 5Y 


Soft as his Ki 


Come then, ſweet Liberty, a f „ bas ao- 


: | 1 k l 1 «« 
What's Love without these? EF" 


8 0 N. 8 LXXIn. 415 {- | 
Aue dag th Shou) 


Let us be ever free, 


Ser y My. Handel. 
IN not, O Ning, againſt the Youth, 
Who neter offended you; 
Think, to his Loyalty and Truth, 
What great Rewards are due; 


Think, with what Joy that godlike Man, 


You ſaw that glorious Day; 
Think, and with Ruin, I you can, 
Lock Services repay, © 


wy 4 & 
: Ae. 4 15 a: {Ml 2 1 : 


5 L 68 7 
From Cities ſtorm'd, and Battles won, 
| What Glory can accrue ? F 
By this, the Hero beſt is known, © 
He can himſelf ſubdue. 


Set by My; Handel. 


T* ſmiling Dawn of happy Days, 
; Preſents a Proſpect clear, | 


iſpel each gloomy Fear; 
While ev'ry Charm that Peace diſplays, 
Makes Spriag-time all the Year. 
SONG. LXXV. 
By W. Swift. 
TI ſwiſt ye Minutes, haſte away; 
| Ye Minutes, each a tedious Day, 
lide on and waft me to my Love, 
And when ſhe's preſent, never move. 
Soon to my fair one's Arms Id fly, 
In that Retreat all Care def, 
Save what to pleaſe her I employ, 
And ſure that's far the ſweeteſt; Joy. 


With her o'er flow'ry Hills I'd tray, 
And till Nights Shadows bid adiev, 


In Dreams the former Sun renew.” 
Her Image only could recall. -, , 


A Senſe that I had liv'd at al. 


— 8$0NG LxxIv.'' 
Sung in the Oratorio e JEPATHAH. 


With her chaſe down the Summer's Day 15 ; 


The longeſt Life, thus ſpent, would ſeem, | 


And N Hope's all beightaing Rays, Is 


AR 


Whene'er 'twas paſt, ſo ſhort a Dream, | 


5 he 8 ON 
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9 0 l e,, 2:0 
i gung by Mr. Hoden. 


Youth beloy'd by all the Plain, 2 
A lovely, bright and blithſome Smain 


Till firſt he ſaw fair Jh Eyes, 

And now the Swain for 7% dies. 

To filent Groves thus did he cry, 

Moſt Thirf: for fweet ef die? 

Say, will ſhe aſe me with Diſdain ? 

And muſt I live to love in vain? _. os 2th 
But why ſhould I fill figh and moan, © 

And not to her my Paſffion own ? 

How can I think her Heart to move, 

Before ſhe knows how much I love? 

On Wings of Love [Il fly and tell 

Fair all the Pangs I feel; | 
Should the be kind ba pity me, | „ 
For ever bleſ will Thirfis be. Hires 


SONG LXXVII, _ * 
By the Author of the SnirwWwIEcx, « much nme 


Poem. 
fo ſmiling Plains, profuſely ay, 
Are dreſt in all the Pride of May, , 
The Birds around in every Vale, 
Breathe Rapture on the vocal Gale. 


But ah! Miranda, without thee, ; 
Nor Spring nor Summer ſmiles on me! 
All lonely 1n the ſecret Shade, | 

1 mourn thy Abſence, charming Maid. 


« 


O ſoft - 


1 


* 7 2 
F 
- 
F : 
- 
* 


[ 76) J 
O ſoft as Love! as Honour fair! 
More gently ſweet than vernal Air, 
Come to my Arma, for yau alone 
Can all my Anguifh pait atone! 


O come! and to ieee 
Li ambrofia! Bala of * 'Love 1 

bn Preſence laſting Joy fhall brings E 
give the Year erna Spring. 


8 O N. G Lui. 
Set By M. Bach. 

N this ſhady bleſt Retreat, | 
I've been wiſh vg for ON. Dear 3 2g 

ark ! I hear his welcome Feet | 
Tell the lovely Charmer near. 

"Tis the ſweet bewitching Swain. 
| True to Love's e Hour; 
* and Peace now ſmile ag 
Ox, why muſt the Poet's ſoft Lay 
8 To Beauty he always canßad? 
Or why not the Tribute af Praiſe 


Be paid to the Charms of the Mind ? 
Why need we obſerve what we know, 


Love, I own thy niighey . | {Da Capo, 


SONG LXXIX. 


| * That Beauty will quickly decay, 


Like Flow'rs, which Joon as they blow 
Droop, wither, and then fade * * 


Tho' not with that raviſhing Form, 

Which blooming Lucinda 2 boaſt, 

Shall Celia be treated with Scorn, 

Or ſlighted, becauſe ſhe's no Tea? an 


2 5 No, 


No, 


When Suky gave her Lily: Hand N * 1. fl 


. 1 4 1 
No, ſurely, for all muſt revere 
The Charms of; her Temper and Mind; 
Her Judgement fo ſolid — clear, 
Her Taſte ſo correct nad refin'd. 


Then why met: the Tribute of Praſe 
Re paid to the Charms of the Mind? 

Or why muſt the Poet's ſoft Lays 
To Beauty — 


Ye Swains, then be e and ſee 
Nor liſten 10 Voice; 


A Happineſs pure if en | 
Let Merit aloge claim our. Choice, 


780 NG IXXX. 
Abvick ro 4d 
Set by Mr. Bats. 
1 See it Myra, know it well, | 
That Love hasnexch'd-your Heart 9 
For what your Tongue denies to teil, 
Your willing. impart. 
When Damon wreſtles on the Green, 
Your Looks nt Pa ffn proves 


For in your Eyes is plainly ſeen 
The partial Joy of Love. — - 


To Damon in the Wale, 
Say, could youdhog + — HAIR 
Did not your Cheek gurn pale 
Ceaſe then, . 


But plainly u; ur Ham; 3 
ai — ns 1 29105 not 
nd will i r * 
F 8 ON G 


| ( 7s ] „ 
a * iS Set 5 Dr. Arne. T 1211 

NE Nymphs, whoſe ſofter Souls a . f 

The touching Strain of Heart-felt Love, 
III tell you of thegentleſt Swain o N 
© Thatever grac'd the rural Plain. 4 
Wo but Ly/ander has the Pow'r a N 
To 1 every darkſome Hour ? 

a 


Tocall a Smile from Dimple ſleek, 5 1 
Or make the Blood forſake the Cheek 7? 


None with my Love cou'd e'er compare, 1 
For manly Beauty, graceful Air; 

For * whoſe Accents mild inſpire ( 
Gay Delight and ſoft Defire. 

This matchleſs Youth I now poſſeſs, 
O Love abate thy fond Careſs ! 
For I am loſt to all Relief, | 
If Joy can kill as well as Grief. 


E SONG LXXXIL 
8% by Mrs. Baddeley, at Vauxhall. 


3 M. Jueley is the blitheſt Lad, 


£3 That ever —_— _ 
appears my Heart is glad, 
For wt kind and * OT. T 
He talks of Love, whene'er we meet, 
His Words with Rapture fon; 
Then tunes his Pipe, and fings fo ſweet, 
I have no Pow'rt6 g. Mme b. 


1 


22 8 Fe 


Fa All 


of) 
All other Laifes ke forſakes, 15 | 


And flies to me alone 
At ev'ry Fair, and all the Wakes, 
T hear him making Moan: * 
He buys me Toys, and Sweetmeats too. 
And Ribbands for my Hair; n 
No Swain was ever half ſo true, * 
Or half ſo kind and fair. An an di 
Where er [ go, I nothing fear, _ 
If "Fockey is but by., mit 
For T alone am all his Care, [572 ber 6:50 
When any Danger * nj h. | 
He vows to wed nex taritday, © 2931 IwoY 11 
And make me o'r Rr Lite$y OA 
Can I refuſe, ye Maidens,, ſays 


Lo be young Fockey's Wife qa e - 
8 ON. 8 LXXXIII. an 1 
| * 70 . 
Lovzir Woes | 200 
1 Te iT 


Fung 5 Mr. Hadlon, at Ranelagh. 


T Windſer, * Thame! glides ſo ſmogthly 
along. 
Lives the LIVIN of my Heart—the dear Girl of my 
Son 1 
Her Nam Pall the 1 1 with R apture repeat, oak a 75 
And 2 bleſt when e Gerbe s but talk of my 
fs 
When my Fair-one is * the whole Village is ga 
For 'tis he, not the Sun, that enlivens — a 2 
The Lads are all happy, when round her they wait, 
And the Laſſes learn Pradence by watching my Kate. 


E Should 


N 


[-74.]- - # 


Should I j join the pale Lily, or bluſh-painted Role, 


And with Pinks, or ſweet Woodbines, a Garland 
compole ; 

| —_ lovely to Sight are her Looks, and more 

weet 

Is the Fragrance that dwells on the Lips of my 

Late. 14h 4 


| w_ huſh, ye vain Warblers, no 004 the 


Nor dlink to delight with your innocent Lay; 
Wich Succeſs you may tune the ſoft Notes to your 
Mate; 
But your Notes are. all karth to the Voice of my 
fo 


As ſhe fits on the Ranks, by the Side of the Stream, 

The Fiſh without Fear feed and play by the 
Brim:; 

And why mould tliey not > they can think no 
Deceit, 


Such Truth is conſeſt in in the * of my Kate. 
"The Shepherds bring Polies of, Flow n but the 


= . . 


Criex-Theſe axe but Emblems. that I too muſt 


But Myrtles Pl bring, and in their r Date, 
Shew, N . Charms of che Win of my 
T3 * Ji oni 90 
BO Lo HE $113» 301 1 211 
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"= 
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SONG LXNX1V." 
„ . Advice ro SYLVIA. 


ONSIDER, fair Hlvia. ere Wedlack you 


chuſe, 


That nothing but Death can the Bandage unlooſe ; 
As Faw directs, yon may now ſport and play, 
=P 


And el 


a new Lover with ev'ry new Day: 


But then one alone all your Beauty obtains, 
And who'd give their Freedom to rattle in Chains? 


And who'd give, Sc. 


Six Months I have loy'd, *tis too ſoon. to believe 


In Man, ſo precarious and prone to deceiye ; 


Firſt judge well my Temper, my Humour, and 


Parts, 


For joinin 5 of Hands often ſeparates Hearts g 


And wou' 


you ſo ſoon be the Joke of the Plains? * 


'Tis Madmen alone can be happy in Chains. 


All Collin is worth, ſhall ſweet Sylvia be thine, 
My Lambkins, my Corthge, my Kids, 'and my 


Kine; 
But if you reject a Propoſal, ſo kind, 


In Troth we muſt wait till we're both, of a Mind, q 


And when 1 perceive no QbjeRion remains, 


ll marry, and joyfully.ratile my, Chains, | 


SONG: LXXXV. 


Sung by Miſs Radley, in Darunz AND AnunTon. 


N vain in Search of Quiet, 
From Place to Place I range, 

My reſtleſs Cares augmenting, 
No Med'cine find i _ Change; 


* 


Delights 


* 
r Mm cad. DM ot 


128 
8 : 3 
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* 
* N 


1 76 J 
) Nlights ſo lately charming, 


{ Have loſt their Pow'r to pleaſe, 
Yet Something cou'd I find 


Methinks would give me Eaſe. 


8 0 N G' LXXXVI. 


A Del after, the Manner of Horace, ung by 
* and Nancy, in Tue ieee 


*Nancy. 


ND can ſt thou leave thy Nancy, 


And quit thy native Shore? 
It comes into my Fancy, 


I ne'er ſhall fee thee. more. 


Tauz-BTux. 


Ves, : I muſt leave my Nancy, 
„ humble. haughty Spain, 10 
"GN Fear ne'er fill thy Fancy, F 
Feoͤoor we ſhall meet again. 


Je 


- 


Nane. . 
Amidſt the foaming Billows,/” | ad ator 
When thund'ring — oy | | 
You'll think on theſe gteen Willows, 
And wiſh yourſ on Shore. 
| Tav r. BL uk. 5 12 
1 fear not Land or Water; Wh . 
I fear not Sword or Fire, n 


For ſweet Revenge, and eee, das 
Are all that ae 3109 jk | 


V8 


(227-11 
Nascr..... 
May 2 Gods protect thee, 
rom Water, Fire, or Steel, 
And make no Fears affect thee, 
Like thoſe which now I feel. . 
TRuk- Brus. 
I leave to Heaven's Protection, 
My Life, my only Dear; 
You have my Soul's AﬀeQion, 
So ſill conclude me here. 


SON G LXXXVII. 
S611 Het by Dr. Arne. 287 


OPELESS Lovers, who ſue in vain, ä 
Whoſe Hearts are frozen with cold Difdain, N 
Learn of Jockey Love pleaſing Art, | 
To quell a Beauty's Infolence,/ and melt her Heart: 
He, like you, would ſigh and pine, 1 vh& 
From:Pheaba;* Riſe to his Decline: 09 
I deny'd and reply'd, with ſcornful Brow. 
Ah, Fackey, *twill not do, prithee leave me now. 
Gazing, advancing, his Eyes Love e 
Jenm, ſaid he, — One Kiſs at Was 3 4 
Claſping then my ſlender Waiſt, 
With eager Arms he me.embrac'd, 
Kiſs'd me, call'd on Heav'n above, 
To reward his conſtant, Love. 
Partially I ey'd bim, 
Faintly I deny'd him, u 
My Tongue bely'd my obey 11 
His Shape, his Face, Un 
And manly Grace, 469) 
Strongly took * Lover's Part. 


Oz 3 


e 2 
* 


. 1 
* Pie Suit appfoviag, 
Hie my Doubts removing, 
With, Ardour reply'd, 
Ill haſte to bring 
The Wedding Ring, 
Lovely Fenny is my Bride. 
Hopeleſs Lovers mind what I fin 
No Obes: for Diſdain bike a Kiſs and a Ring. 


SON G LXXXVInI. 
Set ly Mr. Hudſon. 


INCE ev'ry Charm on Earth combine 
In Chloe's Face, in Chloe's Mind. 
Why was I born, ye Gods, to ſee 
What robs me of my Liberty ? 


Vatil that fatal hapleſs Day, 
My Heart was lively, blythe, and gay, 
Cou'd ſpart with every Nymph but iFe 
Who 2 me of my Liberty. 


Think then, dear Chloe, ere too late, 
That Death mb be my Hapleſs State, 
If Love and you do tot agree | 
To ſet me at my Liberty. 
Now to the darkſome Woods Lrove, 
Reflecting on the Pains of Love, 
And envy every Clown ! ſee 
Enjoy the Sweets of Liberty. | 
We'll follo Hymen's heppy Train, 
And every idle Care diſdai n 
We'll live in ſweet Tranquil lit, 
Nor wiſh for greater * 21018 


* 4 


11 79 J * 
50 20040354 24. | | 


SONG IM. 
1») Say My, Bates. | 


_ ihe Trees are all bare, not a Leaf to 
e 
And « MAILS their Beauties have loſt ; 

And all Nature'difrob*d' of her Mantle of Green, 
And the Streams are faſt bound with the Froſt; 
When che Prafänt, inactive, ſtands OE" with 

Cold, 
As bleak the Winds northerly blow, 
And the innocent Flock run for Sbeſter to Fold, 
With their Fleeces all cover'd with Snow. 


In the Yard when, - the, Cattle are fodder'd with 


Straw, 


And ſend forth their Breath like a Steam; 
When the neat-looking Are ſees he muſt , 


thaw 
Flak&s*0f*Tee\whicl ſhe finds on ber Gem 3 


When the bog Country Laſs, as freſh as a Roſe, 
{1 


As ſhe car y trips, often flides ; 
And the Ruſtick ae Joud, iin falling ſhe 


ſhews 


Thoſe Charms which her Modeſty hide. 


When the Lads and the Lafſes for Compa din'd, 
As round the Hall Embers they fat, 75 


Talk of Witches ad Fase, hat ride on the 


Wind, * 
And of Ghoſts en they? fe. allin a Sweat 3 


an Wuen 


f L 
© s : 
* 


v 


LY 


= 
,” eee 
wo the Birds to the. Barn-Door come hov'ring 
for Food, O EC | 
"Or filently ſit on the Spray; 
And the poor timid Hare in vain ſeeks the Wood, 
For faithleſs her Footſteps betray. _ 


Heavens prant in that Seaſon, it may be my Lot, 
With the Girl that I love and admire, - 
When the Iſicles hang to the Eve of my Cot, 

I may thither 10 Safety retire ; 
There in Neatneſs and Quiet, and free from Sur- 

rize, - 

W may live in each other ſecure, 
Nor feel any turbulent Paſſions ariſe, 

But thoſe which each other can cure. 


SONG XC. 
Set by Mr. Bach. 


Y my Sighs you may diſcover 
+B What ſoft Wiſhes touch my Heart 3 


Kyes can ſpeak and tell each other, 
What the Tongue cannot impart. 


Bluſhing Shame forbids revealing , 
: Thoughts your Breaſt may diſapprove 3 ; 

But 'tis hard and paſt 1 drk | 
When we Os fondly love. - [Da Capo. 


SONG 10 


. OVE never more ſhall give me Pain, #.* 
J I My Fancy*s fix d on thee, n 
No, never Maid my Heart ſhall gain, 


My Peggy, if thou die. 


Thy 


4 


* 


t 21 1 


Thy Beauties did ſuch, Pleaſure Fre % v 
Thy Love ſo true ta me,, 

Without thee I can never live, zd g 2b. 
My Peggy, if thou die. 12d 292 

10 H. 


If Fate ſhould tear thee from Nay Breaſt,” | 
How lonely ſhould TIftray? © {ie Regen 
In dreary Dreams the Night would "gs, oh 
In Sighs the filent Day, 
I ne'er ſhall ſo mach Beau find, 
Nor ſweet Perfection - frag 
I' then renounce all Womankind, 
My Peggy, if thou die. 


Ye Pow'rs that ſmile on virtuous Love, 
And in ſuch Bleſſiug ſnar ec, 


And ev'ry faithful Flame approve, © 


With Pity view my Fair: 
Reſtore my Peggy's marchleſs Cane, 4 
Thoſe Charms ſo dear to me 
Or if you take her from theſe Arms, 
With Peggy let me die. 


SONG 'XCII 
Set by Dr. Arne. Words from the Italian. 
YLVIA, wilt thou waſte thy Prime, 


Stranger to the Joy of Love? 4 


Thou haſt Vouth, and that's the Time 
Ev'ry Minute to improve: 

Round thee wilt thou never hear 
Little wanton Girls and Boys 

Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 

Sweetly ſounding i in thy Ear, 
Infant's Prate, and Mother's Joys ? 


E 5 Only 
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Only view that little Dx, ö 
Softly cooing to his Mate; 

As a farther Proof of Love, 
See her for his Kiſſes wait: 
Hark! that charming Nightingale, 
As he flies from Spray to Spray, 
Sweetly tunes an am rous Tale, 
Sweetly tunes, Wc. , 
1 love, I love, he ſtrives to ſay- - 


Could I to thy Soul veal 
But the leaſt, the thoufandth Part 
Of thoſe Pleaſures Lovers feel, 
In a mutual Change:of Heart; 
Then, repenting, wouldſt thou ſay, | 
Virgin-Fears, from hence remove! { 
All the Time is thrownaway, - : 
All the Time is thrown away. 
That we do not ſpend in Love. 


$0 N-G--$CUI. 
KITTY FELL, 
Sang at Ranelagh. - 


HIEE'Beaus: to pleaſe the Ladies write, 
Or Bards, td get a Dinner by't, 
Their well feign'd Paſſions tell, | 
Let me in humble Verſe proclaim 
My Love for her Who bears the Name 
Of Charming Kitty Fell. | 
Charming Kitty, lovely Kitty. 
Oh — charming Kitty, " Kitty Fell. 


That 


t 
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That Kithy's beautiful and young, 
That ſhe has danc'd, that ſhe has ſung, 
Alas ! I know Full well: | 
I feel, and I ſhall ever feel, 
The Dart more ſharp than pointed Steel, 
That came from Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, &. 
Of late I hop'd, by Reaſon's Aid, | 
To cure the Wounds which Love had made, 
And bade a long Farewell; | 
But t'other Day ſhe croſs'd the Green; 
I ſaw, I wiſh J had not ſeen, 
My charming Kitty Fell. 


Charming Ni, c. 


Laſk'd her why ſhe paſs'd that Way ? 
To Church, ſhe-cry'd—1I cannot ſtay: 
Why, don't you hear the Bell? 
To Church—oh |, take me with thee there, 
I pray'd : She would not hear my Prayer, 
Ah! eruel Mig Fell, dane. 
Cruel K:tty, &c, | 


And now I find *tis all in vain, 
live to love, and to complain, 
Condemn'd in Chains to dwdll ; 
For tho? ſhe caſts a ſcornful Eye, | 
In Death my fiulfring Tongue will cry, . 
Adieu! dear K?/ry' Fell, 
Charming Mi, cruel Kit, 
Adieu, ſweet Kitty,” Kitty Fell. 


E 6 SONG 


- 


Taz Sixphvid. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 29 #6 vy 
O more the feſtive Train I'll join! 
Adieu! ye rural Sports, adieu! 
For what, alas! have Griefs like mine 
With Paſtimes or Delights tô do? 


Let Hearts at Eaſe ſuch Pleaſures prove, 
But I am all Deſpair and Love. . 


Ah well-a-day ! how chang'd am I! 
When late I ſeiz'd the rural Reed, 
So ſoft my Strains, the Herds hard by + 
Stood gazing, and forgot to feed ; 
But now my Strains no longer move, 
They're Diſcord all, Deſpair and Love. 


Behold around my ſtraggling, Sheep, 
The faireſt once upon the Lea; 
No Swain to guide, no Dog to keep, 
Unſhorn they ſtray, nor mark'd by me: 
The Shepherds mourn to ſee them rove; 
They aſk the Cauſe, I anfwer, Love, 


Neglected Love firſt taught my Eyes 
With Tears of Anguiſh to o'erflow ; 
"Tis that which fill'd my Breaſt with Sighs, 
And tun'd my Pipe to Notes of Woe ; 
Love has occafion'd all my Smart, 
Diſpers'd my Flocks, and broke my Heart. 


2 SONG 


1 3 1 
SONG XCV. 

„ Srrr non or THE HIII. 
h e Ae. 
-ETothers Damos's Fraifo:xcheunle, 
Or Colin's at their Will; wlll 


] mean to ſing in ruſtic Verſe, - 
Young Strepbon of the Hill. 


As once 1 ſat beneath a Shade, 
Beſide a purling Rill; | 

Who ſhou'd my Solitude invade, , 
But Szrephen of the Hill? 


He tapt my Shoulder, ſnatch'd a Kiſs, 
I cou'd not take it ill Ot © 
For nothing, ſure, is done amiſs 
By Strepbon of the Hill. 


Conſent, ,O lovely Maid ! he cry'd, 
Nor aim thy Swain to kill: 

Conſent this Day to be the Bride 
Of Strephoh of the Hill. 


Obſerve the Doves on yonder Spray, 
See how they fit and bill; 

So ſweet your Time-ſhall paſs away 
With Szrephon of the Hill. 


We went to Church with hearty Glee, 
O Love propitious ſti1]:! 

May every Nymph be bleſt, like me, 
With $Szrephon of the Hill. 


— 
= 
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SONG /XCVI. 
4k Ops for the LoxD-Marox's Dar. 


\R8ciTarivE, 


RITONS, attend ; I ſing i in merry Lay, 

The Feats archiey'd' upon a r to 

Day: | 

What Suri canghe, whe Feeding when they 

ine; 0 

What ſober Citizens get drunk b Nine; 'E 

What Sights are ſen ;' What Lattfing. Fuſs and 
Noiſe, 

Of Coaches, Carts, „Med, Women, Girls and Boys, 

Who Streets, Bulks, Widows, Tops of "Houſes 
throng, 8-124 

To view his Lordſhip paſs z in State Aang. 


of Als. 


(04! London 1. a fine Town, &C. P] 


Oh! Lord-Mayor's Show, ſo brave and gay, does 
Honour to the City ; 
And Old and Young, and Rich and Poor, muſt 
own *tis vaſtly pretty, 
To ſee the gilded Coach and Six, and Man in 
Armour ride, 
In Pomp and 'Splendor,' from Guildhall, unto the 
. ſuch plenty of 
And when in Barges cloſe nt, ſuch plenty o 
— Cheer, pe Plenty 
What Pity 'tis ſo fine a Sight mould come but 
once a Year ! 
O ! Lord -Maydr's Show, ſo brave, tc. 


RECITATIVE 


_ _>— 2, 2 


1 87 1 
RReITATIVvE. 


The Buſtle o'er, - the Cayalcade gone by, 

The Mob'diſpers'd, To Diner's all the Cr Oe 

With haſten” 4 Steps, as keeneſt Hunger =, 
The ſtarv'd Mechanicks ſeek their dient Halls ; 
At the full-groaning Board each takes his Seat, 
With brandiſh'd Knife and Fork, prepar'd to eat. 


Alx. 
(Obit ef wer Obtipation,) 
.Cits of ev'ry Occupation, 
FE ry Ape, and'ev*ry Station, 
Parſons, Juſtices of Werden, 


All with Napkins tuck d before dem, 
Prefs' to have their Plates f11'd frſt. 


— ——— . — 


Wich the Victuals here ſuch Work is, 
Snatching Turtles, Geeſe, and Türkies, 
Hares with Puddiags in their Bellies, 
Cheeſecakes, Cuſtardy, Tarts and Jellies a 1 
Bawling, wearing, f 
Cutting, tearing, 
Sweating, puffing, 
+ - - Kicking, ſtuffing, 
]uſt as if they all Mut burſt, 


REciTATIVE. . 


Their! Proweſs now in eating having prov'd, 

The Diſhes em empty'd, and the Cloth remov'd ; 

Again the Table Gniles with Wine and Ale, 

And Toaſts and Bumpers ev'ry where prevail; 

Some _ ſome laugh, ſome ſmoke, ſome ſnoring 
ie, 


And ſome with jovial Songs eld Care defy. 


Air, 


; 4 1 88 J 


Ai. 


(Come Bithis,* my Country Squire, $6), 
Come fill the Glaſs to "the Brink ; 

Briſk Wine ſoon away Sorrow drives: 
Like Cowards ne er ſhrink, but valiantly drink 
; Confehon to  Bailiffs and Wives. bs Spy ty r BIS 


Cronvs. 


Such Soaking, ſuch Smoaking and Joking, 
Such Guzzling here you ſee; 

The Buck and furt'd Gown together fit down, 
And all are'good Company. | 

To enjoy Life while we may, 
P11 prove from the Scripture, is right: 

Old Lot us'd, they ſay, to fuddle all Day, 
And he with his.Doxy at Night. 


\Cnorvs, 3 
Such Soaking, ſuch Smoaking and Joking, Ee. 
RrcirArivz. 


But ſoon the luſcious Grape too potent grows; 
Mirth and Good-humour turn to Words and 
Blows; 

Now Regue and Cuckold through the Hall reſound, 

And Wigs, and Canes, and Cravats ftrew the 
© Ground; 

Till bright Aurora rears her roſy Head, 

Aud bids the noiſy Crew reel Home to Bed. 


Alx. 


40 


þ 


As hb 


[ 89 J 
Alx. 


It &£ 1 au a "vial Beggar, &C; ) 
Let Heroes, both by Land and Sea, 
Their Deeds in Battle boaſt; '* 
They only Fame acquire now, 
Who eat and drink the moſt: 
Then a Guttling we will go, will go, will go; 
Then a Guttling we will go. 


In _ we are told of one 
x flew with his Fiſt ; 
Then at 4 Meal he eat him up, 
Gods ! what a glorious Twiſt ! 
Then a Guttling, Oe. 


If then good Eating's ſo renown'd, 1 
Be this each Briton's Pray r. 
« God bleſs the Court of Aldermen, 
« The Sheriffs and Lord- Mayor, 
„When a Guttling they do go, do do 03 
1 nen a Guttling they do go.“ * ; 


8 ON 8 XCVII. 1 
Tus RoasT BEE or Orp *EncLand. 


4 Cantata, taken from a celebrated Print of ed in- 
| N Mr. Hogarth. 


„ REcITaTlVE. 


þ WAS at the Gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
Where ſad Deſpair and; Famine wage: 
dwells,” Ti. 
A meagre Frenchman, Madam Grandfee s Cook, 
Ay 1 he Reer'd his Carcaſe that Way took; 
Bending | 


% 


8 : 


Renown'd Sir Loin, oft=times-decreed. 


SJ 
Bending beneath the Weight of fam'd Sir Loin, 
On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine : 
Good Father Dominick by Chance came by, 
With roſy Gills,, round Paunch, and greedy Eye; 
Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy Load, 
His BenediQion on it he beſtow'd : 
And as the ſolid Fat his Fingers preſs'd, 
He lick'd his Chaps, and thus the Knight addreſs'd, 


Alx. 


(4 lovely Laſs to a Friar came, &c.) 
O rare roaſt Beef ! lov'd by all Mankind, 
If I were doom'd to have 1715 
Mid, 


% 


When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my 
And ſwimming in thy Gravy, . 
Not all thy Countty's Force combia'd 
Should from my Fury ſave thee, 


S 


The Theme of Enp/ifo Ballad; 

On thee e'en' Kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's Palate : 

Then how much doth thy Taſte exceed 
Soup-meagre, Frogs and Sallad! 


2 © 


ReciTarTive. 


A half-Rarv'd Soldier, pale and lean, 

Who ſuch a Sight before had never ſeen, 
Like Garric#'s trighted Hamlet gaping ftood, 
And gaz d With Wonder on the Brirzfs Food. 
His Morning's Meſs forſook the friendly Bowl, 
And in ſmall Streams along the Pavement ſtole. 
He heav'd a Sigh, which gave his Heart Relief, 
And then in plaintive Pone declar'de his Grief. 


Au. 


2 
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Aix. 
b [ Foot's Minuet. ) 
Ah, ſacre Dieu ! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite? 
Begar, it is the roaſt Reef from Londre; 
h! grant to me von lettle Bite. 


But to my Guts if you give no Heeding, 
And cruel Fate dis Boon denies ; 

In kind Compaſſion unto my Pleading, 
Return, and let me feaſt my Eyes. 


'Recirarive. 


His Fellow-Guard, of right Hibernian Clay, 
Whoſe brazen Front his Country did baun. 
From Tyburn's fatal Tree had hither fled, 

By honeſt Means to gain his daily Bread: 

Soon as the well-known Praſpect he deſery d, 
In blubb'ring Accente dolefully he cry'd: 


7 Air. 1 
oC Bllen-a Noon. 7 


Sweet Beef, * now cauſes my Stomach to riſe, 
Sweet Beef, that now cauſes my Stomach to riſe, 
So taking thy Sight is, 

My Joy, that ſo light is, 

To view thee by Pailfuls run out at my Eyes. 
While here 1 remis, my Liſe's not worth 2 Far- 

thing, 

While here I temaln, my Life's not worth a Far- 
thin 

| Ah hard-bearted Lon! ? 
Why did I come to you ? + 
The Gallows;"'more ' Kind, 3 IE \fay'd ime 
from"Starving. 
ws hs. | Recor a- 
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ReciTaTive. 


4 the Ground hard by poor Sawney ſate, 
Who fed his Noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy Pate; 
But when O Englands Bulwark he eſpy'd, 

His dear lov'd Mull, alas ! was og aſide : 
With lifted Hand he ble(s'd his native Place, 


Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his Caſe, 


Als. 


(The Broom e * Conuden- knows.) 

How hard, oh! Sazwney, is thy Lot, 

Who was ſo blythe of late, 
To ſee ſuch Meat as can't de got, 
When Hunger is ſo great! 
O the Beef ! * bonny Beef, 

When roaſted nice and drown 3 
T wiſh I had a Slice of thee, 

How ſweet it would gang down! 


Ah Charley - / hadft thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; 
I would the De'el had pick'd mine Ey'n, 
Ere I bad gang'd wi thee. ©, 
O the Beef! S. 


REciTATVIE. 


Bot fees. my Muſe to England takes her Flight, 
Where Health and Plenty ſocially unite ; 
Where ſmiling Freedom guards great George“ 
'Throne, 

And Whips, and Chains, and Tortures are not 
known. 

Thbo' Britain's Fame j in loftieſt Strains mall ring. 

In ruſtic Fable give me Leave to fing. 1 

ane IR. 


191. 
AIR. 
As once on a Time a young Frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large Ox grazing o'er the wide Plain, 
He boaſted his Size he could quickly attain, 
O the Roaſt Beef of O% Buglend, 
And O the O/d Engliſh Roaſt Beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little Frame, 

Mamma, who ſtood by like a knowing old Dame, 

Cry'd, Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame.“ 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. | 


But deaf to Advice, he for Glory did thirſt ; 
An Effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
Till ſwelling and ſtraining too had made him 
burſt, | 1 | * 
O the Roaſt Beef, Cc. 


Then, Britons, be valiant, the Moral is clear; 
The Ox is Ol 472. the Frog is Monſieur, 
Whoſe Puffs and Bravadoes we need. never fear. 


O the Roaſt Beef, Cc. 5 


For while by our Commerce and Arts we are able 
To fee the Sir Loin ſmoaking hot on our Table, 
The French may een burſt like the Frog in the 
Fable. 9014 x 
O the Roaſt Beef of Oli England, 
And O. the Ola Engliſb Roalt Beef. 


SO NG. XCVIII. 
Set by Mr. Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall. 
A TTEND, ye Nymphs, while Iimpart 
The ſecret Wiſhes of my Heart,” 
„ Had tell what Swain, if one there be, 


hom Fate deſigns for Love and me. | 
Ro Let 


* 
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Let Reaſon o'er his Thoughts preſide, 
Let Honour all his Actions guide: 
Stedfaſt in Virtue Jet him be, 
The Swain deſign'd for Love and me. 


Let ſolid Senſe inform his, Mind, 

With pure Good-pature, ſweetly join'd 5 
Sure Friend to modeſt Merit be 

The Swain deſign'd for Love and me. 
Where Sorrow prompts, the penſive Sigh, 
Where Grief bedews the drooping Eye ; 
Melting in Sympathy I ſee 

The Swain deſign'd for Love and me. 
Let ſordid Av'rice clajm no Part 
Within his tender, gen'rous Heart ; 
Oh ! be that Heart from Falſhood free, 
Devoted all to Love and me. 


SONG XCIX. 
Taz LiLY OF THR VALE, 


Sang by Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh. 


HE fragrant Lily of the Vale, 
Ss elegantly fair, 


Whoſe Sweets perfume the fanning Gale, | 


To Chloe I compare: 
What though on Earth it lowly grows, 
And ſtrives its Head to hide; 
Its Sweetneſs far out- vies the Roſe, 
That flaunts with ſo much Pride. 
The coſtly Tulip owes its Hue 
To many a gaudy Stain: 
In this we — Virgin White 
Of Innocence remain: 
8 


See 


Se 
Ar 


Th 
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Ma 
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See how the curious Floriſt's Hand 
Uprears its humble Headꝰ 
And to preſerve the charming Flower, 

Tranſplants it to his Bed. 


There while it ſheds its Sweets around, 
How ſhines each modeſt Grace! 

Enraptur'd how its Owner ſtands, 
Toview its lovely Face: 

But pray, my Chloe, now obſerve. 
The Inference of my Tale; 

May I the Floriſt be - and thou 
The Lily of the Vale. 


SONG C. 
Tas Tukusk. 


Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Arne. 


WEET Thru/b, that makes the vernal Year 
Sweeter than Flora can appear; 
As Philomel attends thy Lay, 
She envies the Return of Day: ö 
The tuneful Lyre, and ſwelling Flute, 
At thy rich Warbling, ſhall be mute; 
Vocal Minſtrel, .thy ſoft Lay _ 
Treaſures up and ends the May. 


Hark! how ethe Blackbird wooes his Love, 

The ſkill'd Muſician of the Grove; 

On Thorn as perch'd be nobly ſings, 

A Cadence for the Ear of Kings; 

dublime,and ſoft, gay and ſerene, 

A Virginal to hail a Queen : 

Nature's Muſic thus, improves. 

All the, Graces and the Loves. 1275 
8 SONG 


5 
. 


} 
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s ONO Cl. 
A DiaLoous.. 


Sung in the Mufical Interlude called the Parne-G. ANG 
or TRUE BLUE, lately revived at Covent n 


Theatre. 
Hs. 


O be gazing on thy Charms, 
To be folded in thoſe Arms; 


To unite my Lips with thoſe, 

Whence eternal Sweetneſs flows; 

To be lov'd by one ſo fair, 

Is to be bleſt beyond Compare. 
SRE. 

On my deareſt to recline, 

Whilſt his Hand is lock'd in mine; 

In thoſe Eyes myſelf to view, 

Gazing ſtill and ſtill on you; 

In thy Arms while thus I'm dleſt, 

Of ev'ry Joy I am poſſeſs d. 


N n K. 
of that Man is happy, whoſe Life is moſt free, 


| How bliſsful a State muſt a Bachelor's be 
From one Friend to t'other, with Pleaſure he roams, 
For a Bachelor's welcome wherever he comes. 
If he's bleſt with enough, and content with his 
; Station, 
The whole World he may claim for his bon Re- 
creation; 
He's in no Place a Stranger from Babel to Rome, 
For wherever he comes is a Bachelor's Home. 


It 


197 1 | 
If a Huſband can boaſt greater Pleaſures than theſe, 
They're obtained at th Expence of his Freedom 
and Eaſe ; 
Whilſt with Liberty, Pleaſure, and Merriment | 
crown'd 
A Batchelor's Minutes paſs jovially round. * -., 
Tho' his Houſe ben't ſo nice, he is ſure to be neat, 
And the Ladies are always well pleas'd with his - 
Treat: 
By the Smack of their Lips, at a Parting, declare 
How delicious a Feaſt they think Batchelor's Fare. 


O rather, far rather, good Fortune, for me 
The peaceable Stall of a Cobler decree, ' 
Undiſturbed by the Din of a termagant Wife, 
Than crown me a King and a Cackold for Life. 
To my Wiſhes, inſtead of a Miſtreſs commend, 
The ſolid Delights of a Bottle and Friend; 

Go, marry, if henpeck'd and wretched you'd be, 
But if bleſt, you'd continue fill ſingle as we. 


s ON G CIIL 


Ser by Mr. Berg. 


Br T the philoſophic wiſe \ 
Preach up Rules the Gay deſpiſe ; a 
Let the hoary bearded Sage 
Cenſure Follies of the Age: 
Yet, while briſk the vital Tide, 
Pleaſure thou ſhalt be my Guide: " ff 
Live, oh ! Goddefs, live with me, 4 
All in dear Variety. | 
Live, oh ! Goddeſs, live with me, 15M | 
All in dear Variety, 4 a 
| F Dwell 


1-981] 

Dwell thou, Love, within my Breaſt, J 
* enough to make me bleſt; \ 

et thy Sweets inceſſant ſpring, | E 
But protect me from thy Sting: L 
Be the Paſſion unconfin'd, 
Under no Reſtraint the Mind; 
But, like Birds, as fond and tree, 
Pleas'd with dear Variety. 


Keep, oh! Platus, all thy Wealth, 
Give me Competence — Health; 
Care ſurrounds the Miſer's Hoard, 

Pain ſucceeds the Spendthrift's Board: : 
Bacchus, 1n thy roſy Bowl 

Let me ſlake my thirſty Soul; 

But let Reaſon wait on thee, 

Reaſon prompts Variety. 


Life on Wings of Joy ſhou'd haſte, 
Gloomy Thoughts the Minutes waſte, 
We ſhou'd baniſh Care and Fear, 
Fate predeſtines all Things here: 
| Hail to Friendſhip, Beauty, Wine, 
= Theſe make tranſient Life divine; 
May they ever live with me, 


All ig dear Variety. 
| ' -$ONG av. 
| THe SHEPHERD” 3 EVXXI xd. 


Oo to pant on T betis? Breaſt, 

Phæebus bluſhes down the Weſt ; 
Aud i in Laughter ſeems to ſay, | 
Mortals end like me the Day, 


| Mortals end, Oc. KK ; 
Rav 2 x Join 
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Join ye merry rural Throng, 
Mirth and Muſick, Dance and Song; 
Ever happy, ever gay, | | 
Life is here one Holiday. 

L.ife is here, Sc, of 
Nature's free-born Subject Train, 
Blooming "Tenants of the Plain; 

'Tis for us the Goddeſs ſpreads, 
Verdant Meads, and flow'ry Beds; 
While the varying Seaſons flow, 
Beauty bids our Boſoms glow, 

Ever happy, &c. 
Ev'ry Nymph, and ev'ry Youth, 
Melt with Fondneſs, warm with Truth; 
Sunny Vale, and ſhady Grove, | 
Eccho to the Voice of Love: 
And the changeful Year ſupplies 
Pleaſure to the Heart and Eyes. 

Ever happy, &c.. 


Far from Noiſe, from Pomp and State, 

Joys and Troubles of the Great ; - 

Shelcer'd by Contentment's Wings, 

Here the Bird of Rapture fings, 

While the God of ſoft Delight 

Glads the Noon, and chears the Night, 
Ever happy, &c. 


ul. 8 SONG 
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8 O0 NG cv. 
Foa A. 


favourite Air, ſung by 1 Jameſon, at Vaux- 
| r 1 hall, | & 


Set by Mr. Worgan. 


T HEN chilling Winter hies away, 
I Fhra reaſſume my Reign ; 
Borne on the Wings of balmy May, 

I come to paint the Woods and Plain: 


Ambrofial Sweets I have ia Store, Tl 
The Cowſlip, Violet, Roſe appear; 

The Nym * and Swains my Power adore, Re 
And wiſh my Preſence all the Vear; 
Enrich'd by me the grateful Throng, W 
All dreſt with Flow'rs and Garlands gay, ; 

With feſtive Pipe, and Dance and Song, W. 


Now keep their much lov'd Flora's Day. 


8 O0 NG cv, 
Sung by Mr. Pinto. 
S8. Mr. Arnold. 
F ' tis joy to wound a Lover, 
How much more to give him Eaſe; 


When his Paſſion we diſcover, 
Oh how pleaſing tis to pleaſe ! 


The Bliſs returns, and we receive 
- Tranſports greater than we give. [Da Capo. ro 


SONG , 


1 
$ONG Vn. 
Apvice To PRIII n. 7 


OW ſweet are the Roſes of June, | : 
The Pink and the Jefſamine pay 5 + 10 
But ſtrip'd of their Bloſſoms, how foon,  _ 
How ſudden thoſe Sweets will decay! ©: | 
Jaſt ſuch is the Maid in her Prime, a 
Adorn'd with the Bloom of Fifteen; 
But robb'd of her Beauty by Time, 
No Traces of Youth can be ſeen. 


Then, Phillis, be wiſe whilſt you may, 
To Damon's Addreſſes prove kind, 
Relent, or believe what I ſay, , * 
Too late you will alter your Mind. 
When next the fond Youth ſhall declare 
The Paſſion which glows in his Breaſt, 
With him to the Altar repair, | 
Nor longer refuſe to be bleſt. 


SONG CVIII. 
RETIREMENT. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill, 


AREWELL the ſmoaky Town, adieu 
Each rude and ſenſual Joy ; 
Gay, fleeting Pleaſures, all untrue, 
That in Poſſeſſion cloy. 


Far from the garniſh'd Scene Þ'll fly, 
Where Folly keeps her Court, 
To wholeſome, ſound Philoſophy, 
And harmleſs rural Sport. N 
5 F z How 
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How happy is NN N 
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— 41.5 leſt the deep Retreat, 
Where Sorrow's/Biliows'never twell, 


Nor Paſſion's Tempeſts beat! 


But ſafely thro' the Sea of Life. 
Calm Reaſon wafts us oer, 

Free from Ambition, Noiſe, and Strife, 
To Death's eternal Shore. 


8 OG cm. 
s Set by . Dr. Boyce. 
N thy Banks, gentle Stour, when. 1 breatb'd 
the ſoft Plute, 
To Chloe's ſwert Accents attentive fat mote ; J 
To her Voice, with what en I ſwell'd the 
low Strain, 1 
Or return'd r afores in Echoes again; 
Little Ci beat Time, and the Graces around 
Taught with even Diviſions to vary the Sound, 
From my Chloe remov'd, when I bid it complain, 
Or warble ſmooth Numbers to ſooth Love-ſick 
Pain, 
How much alter'd it ſeems, as the riſing Notes 
flow, 
Or the ſoft falling Strains, how inſipidly flow ! 
J will play then no more—for tis her Voice alone 
Muſt. enrapture Fe Soul to enliven its T one. 


8 O Ne cx. l 
The Words by a Lady of Qualiiy. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. | 
HILE on my Colin's Knee I ſit, 8 
Y Lur'd by thy Voice, charm'd with thy 15 
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My panting Heart true Meaſure beats, 
And gladly ev'ry Sigh repeats; 
L ſigh with Joy, that thou may'ſt ſee, 
I ſympathize in all- in all with thee. 


No Matter how the Ice was broke, 
Or whether you or I firſt ſpoke; 
Who only barter Love for Love, 
The Niceneſs of the Paſſion prove: 
For oft in Gratitude we pive, 

And ſometimes generouſly receive. 


Levell'd by Love, let neither try 
To fix Superiority ; | 

Since all the kind, the fond Conteſt, 
Of whether you or Tlove beſt, 

Like heedleſs touching a wrong Key, 
But jars the Sound of Harmony. 


SONG CXL 
On FELICIA. 
Set by Mr. S. Jarvis. 
The Words by Mr. W. Eddis. 


HILE you, Felicia, heedleſs ſtray, 
Thro* Woods and Groves, and Flowrets 
gay: 
Exempt from ev'ry Fear; Exempt, &c. 
Secure within thy roſy Bow'rs, 
Content her ſweeteſt Influence pours, 
And gilds the blooming Year. And gilds, &c. 


F 4 i 


.. 
No anxious Doubts invade thy Breaſt, 
All, all is tranquil, calm, and bleſt: 
And Joys on Joys aboand : | 
Where'er thy fragrant Footſteps lead, 
Or in the Grove, or on the Mead, 
The Graces ſmile around, 


Such ever be Felicia's Fate, 
Snch Tranſports ever round her wait, 

| Whom Gods and Men approve : 

O may theſe Bleflings never ceaſe, | 

May all her Days be.crown'd with Peace, 

And all her Hours be Love! 


SONG CXIL 


Sung in the Character of Careful, in the Px x55 
Gans. | 


”Fis too ſoon to be a Wife: 
Yet a little longer tarry, - | 
Ere you know the Cares of. Life, 
Wedlock is a fickle Station, 
Sometimes Sweetneſs, ſometimes Strife; 
Oh! how great the Alteration, 
Twixt the Maiden and the Wife! 


Love and Courtſhip are but ſtupid, 
Glory has. ſuperior Charms ; 
Mars houſe triumph over Cupid, 
When Bellana calls to Arms: 
As for you, Sir, do your Duty, 
Oh! were I but young again, 
I'd not linger after Beauty, 
But go play my Part with Spazn, 


D > you're too young to marry, 


ty wt | =— JK. | 
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SONG CXIII. 
PaTTY OF THE MILL. 
Sung by Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh. 
LA ſweeter than the Hawthorn Bloom, 


Whoſe Fragrance ſheds a rich Perfume, 


And. all the Meadows fill: 
Much fairer then the Lily blows, | 
More lovely than the bluſhing Roſe, . 
Is Patty of the Mill. 


The neighbouring Swains her Beauty fir'd,. 
With Wonder ſtruck they all admir'd, 
And prais'd her from the Mill; 
Each ſtrove, with all his ruſtic Art, 
To ſooth and charm the honeſt Heart 
Of Patty of the Mill. 


But vain were all Attempts to move 

A fixed Heart more true to Love 
Than Turtles when they bill; 

A chearful Soul, a pleaſing Grace, 

And ſweet Content ſmiles in the Face 
Of Patty of the Mill. 


The Good-a Friend in Fortune find, 
Exalts the honeſt virtuous. Mind, 
And guards it from all Tl]; 

Ye Fair, for ever conſtant prove,. 
Be ever kind, be true to Love, 
Like Patty of the Mill, 


pig 8 N Gs 
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SONG Cxlv. 


ang by Mrs: Mattocks in TnhonuAs anD SALLY. 


USPICIOUS Spirits, guard my Love, 
A In Time of Danger near him bide; 
Wich out-ſpread Wings around him move, 
And turn each random Ball aſide. 


And you, his Foes, though Hearts of Steel, 


Oh! may you then with me aceord ; 
A ſympathetic Paſſion feel, 
Behold, his Face and drop the Sword. 


Ye Winds, your bluſt'ring Fury leave; 
Like Airs that o'er the Garden ſweep, 

Breathe ſoft in Sighs, and gently heave 
The calm, ſmooth Boſom of the Deep. 


Till Halcyon Peace return once more, 
From Blaſts ſecure; and hoſtile Harms, 
My Sailor views his native Shore, 


And harbours ſafe in theſe fond Arms. . 


SONG cxv. 
A favorite Scotch Rowpeau. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


E Nymphbs tis true to Colin's Strain, 
I've often liſten'd in the Grove, 
And can you blame me that a Swain 
Like Calin ſnould engage my Love? 


Alas! 
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Alas! could I wy Heart ſecure, 
Unleſs to Worth and Merit blind; 
Ah! ſay cou'd you yourſelves endure, 
To ſlight a Swain ſo true and kind?” 


When Truth conveys the tender Tale, 
And Honour breathes the Shepherd's Sigh, 
Love o'er Diſcretion will prevail: 

To ſhun its Power in vain we try. 


SONG CXVI. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 
And ſung in the WinTgr's TALE: 
OME, come, my good Shepherds, our Flocks 


we muſt ſhear; | 
In your Holiday Suits with your Laſſes appear; 
The happieſt of Folks are the Guileleſs and Free; 
And who are ſo guileleſs, ſo happy, as we ? 


We harbour no Paſſions by Luxury taught: 

We practiſe no Arts with Hypocriſy fraught: 

What we think in our Hearts you may read in our 
Eyes, | 

For, knowing no Falſehood, we need no Diſguiſe. 


By Mode and Caprice are the City Dames led ; 
Bat we as the Children of Nature are bred: 
By her Hands alone we are painted and dreſt, 
For 2 Roſes will bloom when there's Peace in the 
reaſt. * b N 


The Giant, Ambition, we never can dread; 

Our Roofs are too low for ſo lofty a Head; 

Content and ſweet Cheirfulneſs open our Door; 
Taey ſmile with the Simple, and feed with the Poor. 
4 F 6 When 
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When Love has poſſeſs'd us, that Love we reveal: 
wy Flocks that we feed are the Paſſions we 
cel ; 2 | N 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine Folk to deeeive and betray. 


SONG CXVII. 
Set by Mr. Welden. For four Voice 


13 Ambition fire thy Mind, 
Thou wert born o'er Man to reign, 
Not to follow Flocks defign'd: 

Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy Feet, 
Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread ; 
Joys 2888 Joys ſhall meet, | 
Which Way e'er thy Fancy's led. 
Let not Toils of Empire fright; 
Toils of Empire Pleaſures are: 
Thou ſhalt only know Delight, 
5 All the Joy, but not the Care. 
Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the Prize, 
For the Bleſſings I beſtow, 
Joyful I'll aſcend the Skies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


SO NG CXVIII. 
Sung in the Mufical Interlude of the Pxt$8-G anc. 


RECITATIVE., 


IR, you muſt learn another Song to ſing : 
Come, come, along with me and ſerve the 


Kin o n 
K mo Aix. 


| gate vide. 
Honour calls, he muſt. obe; 
Love to Glory mult give way: 
Loaden with the Spoils of Saain, 
Triumphant he'll return again. 
SONG CMX. 
Iz Couus. Set by Dr. Arne. 
OR on Beds of fading Flow'rs, 
| N Shedding ſoon their gaudy Pride, 
Nor with Swains in Syren Bow'rs, | 
Will true Pleafure long reſid : > 
On awful Virtue's Hill ſublime 
Enthroned fits the immortal Fair ; 
Who wins her Height: muſt patient climb ; 
The Steps are Peril, Toil, and Care: 


So, from the firſt, did Jove ordain 
Eternal Bliſs for tranſient Pain. 


SONG CXX. | 
Tart Incons rant SWAIN 


ENEATH this Grove, this filent Shade, 

Come, Damon, to thy gentle Maid; | 
What other Nymph wou'd love like me? 

For, oh! thou'rt all Inconſtancy, | - 
For, oh! thour'tall Ineonſtancy. 150 
You us'd to talk of Love and Bliſs, 
And often ſigh'd, my Lips to kiſs ; 

But roving now is ſweeter Glee, 
For thou art all Inconſtancy, 


Sx" 
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Here fragrant Flow'rets ſweetly ſpring, 
The feather'd Choir in Concert fing z 
Yet vain is what I hear and ſee, 
Since Damor's all Inconſtancy. 


The am'rous Doves now bill and coo, 
And ſo, falſe Damon, ſo can you; 
But can't, like them, contented be, 


Thy ſole Delight's Inconſtancy. 
Ye ſimple Fair, believe not Man, 


They all proceed on Damon's Plan: 


Then from the Sex your Hearts keep free, 
And love, like them, Inconſtancy. Ns” 


SO N.G,, CXXI. 
In the Opera of the FaIRIES. 


Cet by Mr. Smith, 


HEN that gay Seaſon did us lead 
To the tann'd Haycocks jn the Mead, 
When the merry Bells rung round, 
And the Rebecks briſk.did ſound, 
When young and old came forth to play, 
On a Sunſhine Holiday. 


Let us wander far away, 

Where the nibbling Flocks do ſtray, 
O'er the Mountains barren-Breaſt, 
Where labouring, Clouds do often reſt ; 
O'er the Meads with Daifies py'd, 
Shallow Brooks and Rivers 270 , 
Meadows trim with Daiſles py'd, 


Shallow Brooks and Rivers wide. 
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8 0 N G CXXH. 
Tax Incvxi9us. 
Ser by Dr. Ane. 


IVE me but a Wife, I expe& not to find 
Each Virtue and Grace in one Female com- 
bin'd. JS. BY | TY 
No Goddeſs for me; *tis a Woman prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 


Be ſhe young, ſhe's not ſtubborn, but eaſy to mould: 
Or ſhe claims my Reſpect, like a Mother, if old: 
Thus either can pleaſe me, fince Woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more eurious than wiſe; 


Like Venus ſhe ogles, if ſquinting her Eye; 

If blind, the the — mine cannot ſpy: 
Thus either is lovely; for Woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 
If rich be my Bride, ſhe brings Tokens of Love; 
If poor, then the farther from Pride my Remove: 
Thus either contents me; for Woman Iprize, 
And he that ſegks more is more curious than wiſe. 


I ne'er ſhall want Conyerſe, if Tongue ſhe poſſeſs; 
And if mute, ſtill the Rarity pleaſes no leſs 

I'm ſuited'to-either ; for Woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 


Then ceaſe, ye Profane, on the Sex to deſcant ;. 
If you've Wit to diſcern, of Charms they've no 
Want: 
Each Fair can make happy, if Woman we prize; 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


SONG 


| 


Lin 
SONG (CXXHT. 


Sung by My. Mattocks, in Tous AnD SALLY, 


Set by Dr. Arne. 

ROM plowing the Ocean, and threſhing 
8 LE Mounſeer, 
In Old England we're landed once more; 
Your Hands, my- brave Comrades, halloo, Boys, 

_ what Cheer 2 N 

For a Sailor that's juſt come on Shore? 
Thoſe * Blades thought to ſcare us no 
| doubt 
And to cut us, and ſlaſh us—Morblez ! 
But hold there—avaſt—they were plaguily out: 
Me have lic'd them, = pepper'd them. too, 


Then Coungs, my Hearts, your own Conſequence 
now, 7 
Yon Invaders ſhall. ſoon do you Right; 
The Lion may rouſe, when he hears the Cock crow, 
But ſhould never be put in'a Fright. 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical Jars,. 
- Your damn'd Party and idle Conteſt ;. 
And let all your Strife be, like us honeſt Tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his Country beſt. 
A ſeafaring Spark if the Maids can affeR, 
Bid the ſimpering Gypſies look to't: 
Sound Bottoms they'll find us, in ev'ry Reſpect, 
And our Pockets well laden to boot. 
The Landſmen, mayhap, in the Way of Diſcourſe, 
HFlave more Art to perſuade, and the like; 
But ware thoſe falſe Colours for: better for worſe, 
Is the Bargain we're willing to ſtrike, 1 
18 ” * 
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Now long live the King | may he proſperous reign 
Of no Power, no Faction, afraid; 1 
May Britain's proud Flag ſtill exult o'er the Main, 

At all Points of the Compaſs diſplay'd ! 


No Quickſands endanger, no Storms overwhelm. 
Steady, ſteady; and fafe may ſhe ſailz —- 
No ignorant Pilots e' er fit at her Helm, _ - 
Or her Anchor of Liberty fail! 


SONG CXXIV. 
HEN. once I with Phillida ſtray'd, a 
| Where Rivers run murmuring by, ©. > 
I heard the ſoft Vows that ſhe made, 
What Swain was ſo happy as 17 
My Breaſt; was a. Stranger to Care, 
For my Hua 2 Jag I told: 
I thought richer, by fat, 
Than he that had Mountains of Gold. 
But now I am poor and undone, | 
Her Vows have prov'd empty and vain ; 
The Kiſſes, I once thought my oon, 
Are. beſtow d on a happier Swain: 2 
But ceaſe, gentle Shepherd, to deem & 
Her Vows ſhall be conſtant and true; , 
They're as falſe as a Midſummer Dream, : 
As fickle as Midſummer Dew. W 
O Phillis, ſo fickle and fair. 
Why did you my Love then approve ? 
Had you frown'd.an my Suit, thro' Deſpair, 
I ſoon had forgotten to love? 
You ſmil*d; and your Smiles were ſo ſweet, © 7 
You ſpoke, and your Words were ſo kind, 
I could not ſuſpect the Deceilt 197 0 £ 
But gave my looſe Sails to the Wind. 


& * 
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When Tempeſts the Ocean deform, 
And Billows fo mountainous roar, 

The Pilot ſecure from the Storm; 
Ne'er ventures his Bark from the Shore ; 
As ſoon as ſoſt Breezes ariſe, 

And ſmiles the falſe Face of he 8. 
His Art he too eredulons tries, 


And ſailing is ſhipwreek'd like me. 


N. ON CXXV. | 
4 — Sg ſung. ty Mrs. Wachtel. at Vaux- 


ecm 36010 24 


Ses Mr. Worgan. | 


HE Spring iy dawning invites ey” "ry 
ow 
Io bloſſom again on the Mead dr 115 Bowe; 
Tho' Sports on each Plain the young Shepherd 
prepare; 
To me they're uopleudeg if e not ee 
Tho“ Sports, Cc. 


Let Winter its Horrors ſpread wide o'er * * ; 
And nou ught, but its Gloom on each Object be ſeen, 
To me een à Deſart ſeems lovely and fair, 


If Fortune decrees that m . ls . 
Tho” Sele, fc. 7 


_ $10 N'G I. 
A favourite Song in Miva ah 
OVELY Nynph aſſuage my A viſh 
L At your Feet a tender Swain 45 avs 


wo” you will not let bim lapgyiſh . / 
One kind Look. would eaſe his Pain, 
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Did you know che Lad that courte 


You, he not long need ſue in vain; 


Prince of Song, of Dance, of Sports, 
You ſcarce will meet bis like again. 


SONG cxxvu. 


Sung in the Passe, Geno, er True-Blue, - 


Y. 


NaN ex. 


where will you hurry my Deareſt? 
Say, ſay to what Clime or what Shore, 
You tear him from me the ſincereſt, 

That ever lov'd Mortal before. 


Ah! cruel, hard- hearted to preſs him, 


And force the dear Youth from my Arma, 


Reſtore him that I may careſs him, 
And ſhield him from future Alarms. 


In vain you inſult and deride me, 
And make but a Scoff at my Woes'; 
You ne'er from my Dear ſhall divide me, 


I'll follow wherever he goes. 


Think not of the mercileſs Ocean, 

My Soul any Terror can have, 

For ſoon as the Ship makes its Motion, 
So ſoon ſhall the Sea be my Grave, 


SONG CXXVIIL 
Ronvpeau. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
VE's a gentle get rous Paſſion, 
ource of all ſublime Delight ; 


When,. with mutual Inclination, 
Two fond Hearts in one unite. 


1. 
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What are Titles, Pomp or Riches, 


If compar'd with true: Content ? 
That falſe Joy which now bewitches, 
When too late, we may repent. 


Lawleſs Paſſions bring Vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant Love 
Is a glorious Emulation 
Of the bliſsful State above. 


S8 ON G cxxlx. 


T* in the Coxscious Lovers: 


Set by Dr. Boyce. 


Doss * lang uid Soul complain, 


Virtuous Lobe ſhall chaſe the Pain; 
Or if Love wou'd Truth attend. 
Honour ſhou'd be Virtue's Friend. | 
Honour ſhou'd be Virtue's Friend, 1 


Glory is not half ſo fair, | 
As bright Virtue's riſing Star; 
Female Truth, with Senſe combin'd, 
Wins and claims the gen'rous Mind. 
Wins and claims the gen'rous Mind. 


8s ON G CXXX. 


Taz Fond Fair. 


Sung by Miſi Hitchcock, at-Sadlers Wells. 


HEN Lovers for Favours petition, 


Oh! then they approach with Reſpect; 
But when in our Hearts they've Admiſſion, 
They treat us with Scorn and Neglect. 


Tia 


18.0: 
"Tis dangerous ever to try them, 
So artful are Men to deceive 
Tis ſafer, much ſafer to fly them, 
So eaſy are Maids to believe. 


O Cupid | why art thou purſuing 
Such endleſs Deſigns on my Heart, 
To make me ſo fond of my Ruin, 
And doat on the Cauſe of my Smart? 
In vain do I ftrive to remove him, 
Affection to Reaſon is blind; 

In ſpite of his Failings I love him, 
He's charming tho? falſe and unkind. 


SONG CXXXI. 
Sung by Mr. Reinhold, i» The Maid of the Mill. 


ARK ! 'tis I, your own true Lover; 
After walking three long Miles, 
One kind Look, at leaſt, diſcover, 
Come and ſpeak a Word to Giles. 
You alone my Heart I fix on, 
Ah, you little cunning Vixen! 
I can ſee your roguiſh Smiles. 


Addilids! my Mind is ſo poſſeſs'd, 
Till we're ſped I ſhan't have Reſt ; 
Only ſay the Thing's a Bargain, 
Here, an you like it, ready to ſtrike it, 
There's at once an End of arguing : 
Jam her's, ſhe is mine; 


Thus we ſeal, and thus we ſign. 
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SONG CXXXII. 


To Daria. ber &y Dr. Arne. 


OFT pleaſing Pains, unknown before, 
My beating Bofom feels, 

When TI behold the bliſsfal Bow'r 

Where deareſt Delia dwells, 
That Way I daily drive my Flock; 

Ah! happy, happy Vale! | 
There look, and with ; and while I lov 

My Sighs increaſe the Gale; 

My Sighs increafe the Gale. 


Sometimes at Midnight I do ſtray 
Beneath inclement Skies, 
And there my true Devotion pay 
To Delia's ſleep-ſeal'd Eyes: 
So pious Pilgrims nightly roam, 
With tedions Travel faint, 
To kiſs alone the elay- cold Tomb 
Of ſome lov'd fav'rite Saint; 
Of ſome, &c. 


O tell, ye Shades, that fold my Fair, 
And all my Bliſs-contain, 

Ah! why ſhould ye thoſe Bleſſings ſhare, 
For which I ſigh in vain? 

But let me not at Fate repine, 
And thus my Grief impart ; 

She's not your Tenant; ſhe is mine; 
Her Manſion 1s my Heart ; 
Her Manſion is my Heart, 


SONG 
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SONG CXXXUI. 


Set by Mr. Worgan. — at Vauxhall. 


OUNG Daphne was the —p_ Maid 
The Eyes rag. Love 
And but one "Fault the 1 had, 
"Twas Cruelty to me; 
"Twas Cruelty to me. 


No Swain that-eer the Nymph ador'd 
Was fonder, or was N 

Yet, when her Pity I implor'd, 
Twas, Stay a little longer 
"Twas, e. | 

It chanc'd I met che blooming Fair, 
One May Morn, in the Grove ; 

When Cupid whiſper'd in my Ear, 
Now! now's the Time for Love; 
Now, &c. 


I claſp'd the Maid; it wak'd her Pride: 
What! did I mean to wrong her! 

Not ſo, my gentle Dear, I cry'd ; 
But Love will ſtay no longer ; 
But Love, Cc. 

Then, kneeliog at her Feet, I ſwore 
How much | lov'd, how well; 

And that my Heart, which beat for her, 
With her ſhould ever dwell ; 
With her, Ge. 

Conſent ſtood ſpeaking in the E 
Of all my Gares Srolonger: 8 

Yet Daphne utter d with a digh, 
Oh! ſtay a Httle longer; 
Oh! ſtay, Se. 
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The Conflict in her Soul I ſaw 
»Twirt Virtue and Deſi re 
Oh! come, I cry'd, let Hymen's La W 7 
Give Sanction to Love's Fire; 
Give Sanction, c. 8 


Ye Lovers, gueſs how great my Joy ! 
Could Rapture well prove ſtronger ? 
When Virtue ſpoke in'Dapbne's Voice, 
You now---ſhall ſtay no longer; 6] 
You now---ſhall ſtay no longer. 
SONG CXXXIIVv 
Sung by Mr. Reinhold, is LoVvE IX A VII TAOI. 
ENCE with Care, Complaint, and Frowning; 
Welcome Joſlity and Joy; FO 
Ev'ry Grief in Pleaſure drowning, ' 
Mirth this happy Night employ. 
Let's to Friendſhip do our Daty, ' 
Laugh and fing ſome good old Strain; 
Drink a Health to Love and Beauty. 
May they long in Triumph reign ! 


S O NG  CXXXV, 
TAE Rayrurt, 
HILST on thy dear Boſom lying. 
7 Celia! who can tell my Bliſs? 7 
Wi che Raptures I'm enjoying. 
When thy balmy Lips I kiſs? 775 
Ev'ry Look with Love inſpires me; 
Ev'ry Touch my Boſom warms; 


Ev'ry melting Tranſport fires me; 
df Ev'ry Joy is in thine Arms. 
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Thoſe dear Eyes that ſweetly languiſh, 


Make my Heart with Rapture beat; 


Pleaſure almoſt turns 40 Anguiſh, 
When the Tranſport is ſo great. 

Look not ſo divinely on me; | 
Celia I ſhall Jie with Bliſs : 

Yet, Oh ! turn thoſe Eyes upon me; 
Who'd not die a Death hike this ? 


8 O NG + CXXXVI. 


Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. 
Set by Mr. Bach. 


RUEL Strephon, will you leave me, 
Will you ptove yourſelf forſworn ? 


Will you leave me, cruel Strephon, 
Will you prove yourſelf -forſworn ? 
Can, ah! can you thus deceive me, 
Can you treat my Love with Scorn ? 


O! behold your Chlee pleading, / 

Turn and ſee your once lov'd Maid; 
Let ſoft Pity interceeding, 

Eaſe a Heart your Vows betray'd. 
Muſt I hopeleſs pine and langviſh, 

Frenzy ſerze my tortur'd Brain? 
dee, he triumpis in my Anguiſh, 

See, he glories in my . 


Da c. 


, 


Da Caps. 
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- $ONG cxxxvn. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 
OW the happy Knot is ty'd, 


Betſy is my charming Bride, 
Ring the Bells and fill the Bowl, 
Revel all without Controul. 
Who ſo fair as lovely Ber ? 
Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet ? 
Who ſo fair as lovely Ber? 
Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet ? 


Now adieu to Maiden Arts; 
Angling for unguarded Hearts ; 
W — Hymen's laſting Joys, 
Liſping wanton Girls and Boys; 
Girls as fair as lovely Be, 

Boys as ſweet as Colinat. 


Tho' ripe Sheaves of yellow Corn 
Now my plenteous Barn adorn ; 
*Tho' I've deck'd my Myrtle Bow'rs 


With the faireſt, ſweeteſt Flow'rs; 


Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, 


Are the Charms of lovely Bet. 


Tho' on Sundays I was ſeen 
Dreſs'd like any May-day Queen; 
Tho? fix Sweethearts daily ſtrove 
To deſerve thy Betty's Love; 
Them I quit without Regret, 

All my Joy's in Colinet. 


Strike up then the Ruſtic Lay, 


Crown with Sports our Bridal Day; 


sse fwd 


1 
May each Lad a Miſtreſs find, 
Like my Beth fair and kind, 
And each Laſs a Huſband get, 
Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the Bells and fill the Bowl, 
Revel all without Controul : 
May the Sun ne'er rife or ſet, 
But with Joy to happy Bet, 

And her faithful Colinet. 


8 ONG CXXXVIIL 
Sung by Miſs Catley, in ARTAXERXES. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


' A5. thou lovely Vouth, 
Let Hopes thy Fears remove; 
Preſerve thy Faith and Truth, 8 
But never doubt my Love. 


SONG CXXXIX. 
Sung by Miſe Catley, in AR TAREAEES. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


F. _ Ideas, fly, that neither Tears nor 
ighs 

My Virtue may betray : 

Nature's great Call, that governs all, 

A Daughter muſt — | 
Alas ! my Soul denies to hear Revenge's Cries ; 
Dare not, fond Heart, to take his Part, 

But drive his Form away, 
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SONG CXL. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 


5 IS a Twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they 
are twain, b | 
Since Thyrfis neg lected the Nymphs of the Plain, 
And would tempt me to walk the gay Meadow: 
| along, 
To hear a ſoft Tale, or to ſing him a Song; 
To hear a ſoft Tale, or to:fing him a Song. 


What at firſt was but Friendſhip ſoon grew to a 
Flame ; | 

In my Heart it was Love, in the Youth 'twas the 
ſame: | 

From each other our Paſſion we ſought not to hide; 

But who ſhbu'd love moſt was our Conteſt and 

6: Pride ; 

But who, Oc. 


But 1 ſoon whiſper'd us, Love not too 

| „ well, | 

« For Envy has Eyes, and a Tongue that will tell; 

«« And a Flame, without Fortune's rich Gifts on 
« its Side, 

The * ones will ſcorn, and a Mother muſt 

«« Chide; 


% The grave, &c.” 
Afraid of Rebukes he his Viſits forbore, 


And we promis'd to think of each other no more, 

| = x my Le a Seaſon more kind: 
o 1 put the dear Shepherd quite out of my Mind; 
_ Sol put, Sc, " , * 


But 


E 
But Love breaks the Fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deaf to all Cenſure, and will be repaid : 
If we ſigh for each other, ah l quit not your Care; 
Condemn the God Cypid ; but bleſs the fond Pair 3 
Condemn the God Capid ; but bleſs the fond Pi. 


SONG CXLI. 
FEMALE Apvice. 


Set ly Mr Batti hill. 


URSUING Beauty, Men deſcry 
The diſtant Shore, and long to prove, 
Still richer in Variety, | 


The Treaſures of the Land of Love. 


We Women, like weak Indians ſtand, 
Inviting from our golden Coaſt 
The warring Rovers to our Land ; 


But ſhe who trades with them is loſt; 


With humble Vows they firſt begin, 
Stealing unſeen into the Heart; 
But by Poſſeſſion ſettled in, 
They quickly act another Part. 


For Beads and Baubles we reſign 

In Ignorance our ſhining Store, 
Diſcover Nature's richeſt Mine, 

And yet the Tyrants will have more. 


Ye Fair, take heed, forbear to try 
How Men can court, or you be won; 
For Love is but Diſcovery, 


When that is made, the Pleaſure's done. 


G 3 SONG 


n 
SONG CXLII. 


Ser by MF. Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall. 


N the Birds begin their Lay, 
Flowrets deck the Robe of May: 
See the little Lambkins bound, 
Playful o'er the Clover-Ground ; 
While the Heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow Cowllips blow; 
While the Heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow Cowſlips blow. 


Now the Nymphs and Swainsadvance 
O'er the Lawn in perfect Dance; 
Garlands from the Hawthorn Bough 
Grace the happy Shepherds Brow z 
x the es, in 101 10 

ait upon the Queen of May; 
While wo 8 a 


Innocence, Content and Love, 
Fill the Meadows and the Grove ; 
Mirth that never wears a Frown, 
Health with Sweetneſs all her own ; 
Labour puts on Pleaſure's Smile, 
And pale Care forgets his Toil ; 
Labour puts, &. 


Ah ! what Pleaſures Shepherds know ! 
Monarchs cannot ſuch beſtow ; 

Love improves each happy Hour, | A 
Grandeur has not ſuch in Store. 

Learn Ambition, learn from hence, C 
Happineſs is Innocence; - 

Learn Ambition, learn from hence, 

Happineſs, is Innocence, 


1 
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SONG CXLIII. 
Cure ror rn Varouss. 
Set by Dr. Arne. Sung at Ranelagh. 


HY will Delia thus retire, 
And languiſh all her Late away, 
While the ſighing Crowd admire ? 
'Tis too ſoon for Hartſhorn-Tea, 
'Tis too ſoon for Hartſhorn- Tea. 


All thoſe diſmal Looks and Fretting 
Cannot Damon's Life reſtore ; 
Long ago the Worms have eat him: 
You can never ſee him more, 
You can never ſee him more, 
Long ago the Worms have eat him; 
Vou can never ſee him more. 


Once again conſult your Toilette, 

ln the Glaſs your Face review; 

So much weeping ſoon will ſpoil it, 
And no Spring your Charms renew; 
And no, &c. 


I like you was born a Woman, 

Well I know what Vapours mean ; 
The Diſeaſe, alas ! is common, ; 
Single we have all the Spleen; 

Single, &c, | 
All the Morals that they tell us, 
Never cur'd the Sorrow yet: 
Chuſe, among the pretty Fellows, 
One of Humour, Youth and Wit; 
One of, Oe. ; 
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Prithee hear him ev'ry Morning, 
At the leaſt an Hour or two; 
Once again at Night returning, 
I believe the Doſe will do; 
El believe the Doſe will do. 


Once again at Night returning, 
Il believe the Doſe will do. 


S ON G- CXLIV. 
CiL14's COMPLAINT, 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


HAT Sadneſs reigns over the Plain ! 
How droop the ſweet Flowrets around ! 

How penſive each Nymph and each Swain ! 

How filent each muſical Sound ! | 

No more the ſoft Lute in. the Bow'rs, 

- Beguiles the cool Ev'nings away; 

Sad Sighs meaſure'out the long Hours, 

Since Damon has wander'd awayxy. 


Oh! he was our Village's Pride, 

This Change from his Abſence is ſeen ; 
Twas he that our Muſic ſupply'd, 

When gaily, we danc'd on the Green: 
At Shearing, at Wake, and at Fair, 
How jovial and frolic were we! 

But now ev*ry Feaſt in the Year | 
Is jop leſs as joyleſs can be. * 


Ah! why did be venture from home, 
To mix among hoſtile Alarms 7 

No Juſtice oblig'd him to roam, 

„On take up thoſe terrible Arms: 


* 
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Let thoſe who are cruel and rough, 
- Be heedleſs of Life and of Limb; 
The Country had Soldiers enough, 
Nor needed one gentle like him. 


Wheree'er the Adventurer goes, 
On Land or the dangerous Main, 

Kind Heaven protect him from Woes, 
Aad give him to Celia again. 

Oh! give him to Celia again, 
My true Love in Safety reſtore; 

P11 ceaſe on his Breaſt to complain, 

From my Arms he ſhall wander no more. 


SONG. CXLV, _. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in the Opera of Tom Jones. 


EET Mercy i is the loveheſt Flower, F 
87 That Heav'n e'er planted in the e bie | 
The Queen of. Virtue, whoſe ſoft Power 0 
Can ewn to Godhead raiſe Mankind. .. 1 


Let Patriots, Kings, and Heroes boaſt 
A Name that will in Hiſt'ry live; 

Yet he reſembles Heav'n the moſt; 
Whoſe godlike Boſom can forgive. 


s O NG cxL VI.. "A 


Sung at Ranelagh, 4 07 iv! 
; * Jerny's my Friend, my * any 
my Pride, n 


I always — boaſted and feek not to e 

I dwell on her Praiſes wherever go 1244 1 

They ſay, I'm in Love, but I anſwer, 50 BY 3 194 
Thiy ſay, I'm in Love; * anlyer, no, no. 04 
. 5 | 
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At Ev'ning oft-times, with what Pleaſure I ſee 
A Note from her Hand, I'll be with you at Tea!” 
My Heart how it bounds when I hear her below! 


But ſay not ' tis Love, for I anſwer, no, no; 
But ſay, &c. 


She ſings me a Song, and I echo its Strain; 

7 I cry, Fenny, ſweet Jenny, again: 

I kiſs her ſweet Lips, as if there I could grow 
Bat ſay not *tis Love, for I anſwer, no, no; 


But ſay, &c. 


She tells me her Faults as ſhe fits on my Knee; 

I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an Angel to me: 

My Shoulder ſhe taps, and ſtill bids me think ſo: 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho' ſhe anſwers, no, no; 
Who knows, Ce. 


From Beauty and Wit, and Good-humour, how [ 
Should Pradence adviſe, and compel me to fly : 
Thy Bounty, O Fortune, make haſte to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or fill 1'11 ſay, no; 

And let me deſerve her, or ſtill P11 ſay, no. 


SONG CXLVII. 


In Thomas AN D SALLY. 


V former Time how briſk and gay, 
So blythe was I as blythe could be; 


E - But now I'm ſad, ah! well-a-day, 


For my true Love is gone to Sea. 

The Lads purſue, I ſtrive to ſhun, 

Their wheedling Arts are loſt on me: 

For I to Death mall Love but one, 

Nane alas * Is gone uo Sea. 14 i oVh4 v 56 
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As droop the Flow'rs till Light return, 
As mourns the Dove its abſent ſhe ; 
So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, 
Till my true Love returns from Sea. 


SONG CXLVII. | 
May-Evse, or Karg or ABzRDEEN- | 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill, and ſung at Vauxhall. 


HE Silver Moon's enamour'd Beam 
Steals ſoftly through the Night, 
To wanton with the winding Stream, 
And kiſs reflected Light: 
To Courts be gone, Heart-ſoothing Sleep, - 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I May's wakeful Vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The Nymphs and Swains expectant wait, 
In Primroſe Chaplets gay, 

Till Morn unbars her golden Gate, - 
And gives the promis'd May: 

The Nymphs and Swains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 


Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 


As Kate of Aberdeen. 


P!l tune my Pipe to playful Notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding Grove, 


Till new-wak'd Birds diſtend their Chroats, 


And hail the Maid I love: 
At her Approach the Lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd Green 
Fond Birds, tis not the Morning 'breaks, - 
Dis Kate of Abrrufen. t 
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Now blitheſome o'er the dewy Mead, 5 , 
Where Elves diſportive play, A, 
The feſtal Dance young Shepherds lead, / 


Or ſing their love-tun'd Lay. _ 
Till May in Morning-Robe draws nigh, 
And claims a Virgin Queen; 
The Nymphs and Swains exulting cry. 


* Here's Kate of Aberdeen.” : 
SONG CXLIX. 4 

Set by Mr. Worgan, . 

Ns Nymph, that trips the verdant Plains, \ 
With Sally can compare - 

She wins the Hearts of all the Swains, \ 


And rivals all the Fair : 
The Beams of Sol delight and chear, 
While Summer Seaſons roll; 
But Gally's Smiles can all the Vear 
Give Pleaſure to the Soul. 


When from the Eaſt the Morning Ray 
Illumes the World below, 
Her Preſence bids the God of Day 
With Emulation glow : | 
Freſh Beauties deck the painted Ground, 
Birds ſweetet Notes prepare; | 
The playful Lambkins ſkip around, 
And hail the Siſter fair. | 


The Lark but ſtrains his livid Throat, 
Too bid the Maid rejoice, 

Aud mimicks, while he ſwells his Note, 
The Sweetneſs of her Voice: 


0 * 
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The fanning Zephyrs round her Play, _ * 
While Flora ſheds Perfume, | 
And ev'ry Flaw'ret ſeems to ſay, 
I but for Sally bloom. 


The am'rous Youths her Charms proclaim, 
From Morn to Eve their Tale; 
Her Beauty and unſpotted Fame 
Make vocal every Vale; | 
The Stream meand'ring thro” the Mead, \ 
Her echo'd Name conveys ; 
And ev'ry Voice, and ev'ry Reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's Praile, 


No more ſhall blitheſome Laſs and Swain: 
To mirthful Wake reſort, 

Nor ev'ry May Morn on the Plain 
Advance in rural Sport: 

No more ſhall guſh the purling Rill, 
Nor Muſic wake the Grove, 

Nor Flocks look ſnow-like on. the Hill, 
When I forget to Love. 


SONG. C. 
h CoLin's COMPLAINT» | 


EAR Chloe, whilſt thus beyond Meaſure,.. 
You treat me with Doubts and Diſdaing 
You rob all your Youth of its Pleaſure, 
And hoard up an Old Age of Pain; 
Your Maxim, that Love is ſtill founded 
On Charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to bevery ill- grounded. 
When once yon its Dictates obex. 


92 


The Paſſion, from Beauty firſt drawn, 
Pour Kindneſs will vaſtly improve; 
Soft Smiles and gay Looks are the Dawn, 
Fruition's the Sunſhine of Love: *- 
And though the bright Beams of your Eyes 
Should be clouded, that now are ſo gay, 
And Darkneſs poſſeſs all the. Skies, 
We ne'er can forget it was Day. 


Old Darby, with Joan by his Side, 
You've often regarded with Wonder ; 
He's dropſical, ſhe is ſore-eyed ; 
Yet they're ever uneafy aſunder: 
Together they totter about, 
' Gr fit in the Sun at the Door, 
And at Night, when ald Darby's Pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoak a Whiff more. 


No E or Wit they poſſeſs, 
Their ſeveral Failings to ſmother; 
Then what are the Charms, can you poets 
That make them ſo fond of each other ? 
*T1s the pleaſing Remembrance of Youth, 
The Endearments that Love did beſtow ; 
The Thoughts of paſt Pleaſure and Truth, 
2 , The beſt of all 'Blefſings below. 


Thoſe Traces for ever will laſt, | 
Which Sickneſs nor Time can remove; 

For when Youth and Beauty are paſt, - 
And age brings the Winter of Love, 

A Friendſhip inſenfibly grows, Toe. 
By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe ; 
The Current of Fondueſe till fAows; 
Which decrepid Old Age cannot freene. 
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SONG CLI. q 
Set by Dr. Arne, in the Oratorio of ALFRED, "I 


F thoſe who live in Shepherd's s Bow'r, 
Preſs not the gay and ſtately Bed; 
The new mown Hay and breathing F low r. 
A ſofter Couch beneath them ſpread. 


If thoſe who fit at Shepherd's Board, 
Sooth not their Taſte with wanton Art: 
They take what Nature's Gifts afford, 
And take it with a chearful Heart. 
If thoſe who drain the Shepherd's Bowl, 
No high and ſparkling Wines can boaſt ; 
With — Cups chear the Soul, 
And crown them with the Village Toaſt, 


If thoſe who join in Shepherd's Sport, 
Dancing on the daiſy'd Ground, 

Have not the Splendor of a Court, 
Yet Love adorns the merry Round, 


SONG CLIL 
Seng by Mrs. Thompſon, iz The Maid of the Mill, 


H! what a Si on was I, 

To make 7 at ſuch a Rate! 
Now lay thee down, vain Fool, and cry, 
Thy true Love ſeeks another Mate. 


No Tears, alack ! 
Will call him back, 
No tender Words. his Heart allure; k 
I could bite | 
My Tongue thro' Spite——— 
rome Plague bewitch'd me, that's for ſure. 
SONG 
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# SONG CLIT. 

4 favourite Hunting Song. . 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


ters all cry, 
We've got a good Scent, and a Rain 
The Horn's iprightly Notes, and the Lark's earl) 


ong, 
Will chide the dull Sportſmen for. ſleeping fo 
long: 


Bright 12 has ſhewn us the Glimpſe of his 
ace, 

Peep'd in at our Windows, and call'd to the Chaſe; 

He ſoon will be up, for his Dawn wears away, 

And 8 the Fields blaſh with the Beams of his 

| ay. 


Sweet Molly may teaze you, perhaps, to lie down, 
And if you refuſe her, perhaps ſhe may frown ; 
But tell her that Love muſt to Hunting give Place, 
For as well as her Charms there are Charms in the 
Once? 8 | 
Look yonder,; look yonder, old Reynard | ſpy, 

At his Bruſh nimbly follow briſk Chanter (et Fly; 
They ſeize on their Frey, ſee his Eye-Balls they 


roll, 
We're in at the Death - now let's home to the 
7 Bowl. 6 * | 7x ; | | * | 
—— I. 
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2% HE There 


ME, rouſe, Brother Sportſmen, the Hun- 


— wi adi 


TS WY | 


17 J | 
There 8. b our Glaſſes, and toaſt to the 
op Fu 
And Fechunte flouriſh thouſand Years hence. ＋ ; 
m0 G ail 
e JuxLover. a vm w15b 
Set by De. Ae. 


EALOUSY,, begone; and leave me! 
From my Boſom, ah! remove; een: 
While thou ſtay'ſt, thou doſt but grieve-me x 
Hence, thou Foe to facred Love! 
Whilſt by thee the Heart's directed, 
All Things double Faces wear; | 
Chle, in thy Glaſs reflected. 
Seems as: falſe as ſhe is fair. 


Harmleſs Looks and ſlight Expreſſions, 1 
Where Love's Eye no meaning reads, 1 
To ſome Rival are Conſeſſi o; 14 

Of a Heart that for him bleeds, 
Cruel Spy! that ne'er diſcovers 
What may eaſe the frantie Mind, 
Hence! nor blaſt the Bliſs of Lovers: 
Leave us happy, leave us blind. 


7 1 
11 


1 
SONG CLV. 
Surg in the Opera of ELIA. 


Ses by Dr. Arne. 


HO'D know: the Sweets of Liberty? 
"Tis to climb the Mountain's Brow ;. 
t Thence to diſcern rough Induſtry 
| At, the Harrow or the Plough ;. 
*Tis where my Sons their Crops have ſown, 
Calling the Harveſt all their own. 


"Tis where the Heart to Truth ally'd, 
Never felt unmanly Fear; 
*Tis where the Eye With milder Pride, 
Nobly.ſheds ſweet Pity's Tear, 
Such as Britannia yet ſhall ſee: 
Theſe are the Sweets of Liberty. 


8 O N 8 "CLVT, 
Set by Dr. Arne, 4 5. Oratorio — 


* Shepherd's plain Life, | 
Without Guilt, without Strife, 


Can only true Bleſſings impart: 

As Nature ditects, mo 
That Bliſs he expects 

From Health, and from Quiet of Heart. 


Vain Grandeur and Pow'r, 
Thoſe Joys of an Hour, 
Tho? Mortals are toiling to find; 

Can Titles or Show. 
Contentment beſtow ? - 
All. Happineſs dwells in the Mind. 


Owl of ES AR Am=o wv aa . 


— — 


Behold 


old 


1 139 ] 
Behold the gay Roſe, 
How lovely it grows, 
Secure in the Depth of the Vale. 
Yon Oak, that on high 
Aſpires to the Sky, | 
Both Lightning and Tempeſts aſſaill. 


Duro. 


Then let us the Snare 
Of Ambition beware, | 
That Source of Vexation and Smart ; i 
Any ſport on the Glade, _ 
r repoſe in the Shade, res 
With? Health and with Quiet of Heart. "770 


SONG CLOVE. | 
Set by Dr. Arne, | * | 
ESOLV?D, as her Poet, of Celia to fing, 


For Emblems of Beauty I ſearch they?” . the 


Spring ; 
To 1 ſoft blooming compar'd the beet 
Mai 
But Flowers, tho* blooming, at Ev'ning may fade. 
Of Sunſhine and Breezes I next thought to write, 
Of Breezes ſo calm, and of Sunſhine ſo bright; 
But theſe with my Fair no Reſemblance will hold, 
For the Sun ſets at Night, and Breezes grow cold. 
The Clouds of mild Evenigg array'd in pale Blue, 
While the Sun-Beams beht chem peep'd Blirter- 
ing through, 
Tho? to rival her Charms ey can never ariſe, 


Yet methought they look'd 5 like Celia's 
ſweet Eyes: © 
Theſe 


% 
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Theſe Beauties are tranſient; but Calia's wills laſt, 
When Spring, and when Summer, and Autumn 
are paſt; 
For Senſe and 8 no Seaſon 1. 
And the Soul of my Celia enlivens her Charms. 


At length on + Fruit Tree a Bloſſom I found, 
Which Beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed low ragrance 
around; 
I then thought the Muſes had ſmil'd on m Pray“ r, 
This Bloſſom, I cry'd, will reſemble my Fair; 
Theſe Colours ſo gay, and united fo well, | 
This delicate Texture; and raviſhing Smell, 
Be her 8 s dear Emblem: But where. fall 
nd, 
In Nature, a Beauty that equals her Mind? 


This Bloſſom, now pleaſing, at Summer's gay Call 

Muft languiſh at My and muſt afterwards fall ; 

But behind it the Fruit, its Succeſſor, ſhall riſe 

By Nature diſrob'd of his beauteous Diſguiſe : 

So Celia, when Youth, that gay Bloſſom, is o r, 

By. her Virtues improv'd, ſhall engage me the 
more, 

Shall recall ev'ry Beauty that brighten'd her Prime; 

When her Merit is ripen'd. by Love and by Time. 


SCNG CLVII. | 
_ at Ranelagh. 


As Colin * 'd early one Morning i in Spring 
To hear the W ood's Choriſters warble and wt ; 
Young Phebe he ſaw ſupinely was laid, 

And thus in ſweet Melody * the ous Maid ;. 
_—_ "pon Se. 


of 


Me AO LO GERI Rt $9004 


* 


r 
Of all my Experience how vaſt the Amount, 
Since fifteen long Winters I fairly can count ! 
Was ever poor Damſel fo ſadly betray d. 
To live to theſe Years, and yet ſtill be a Maid? 
To live, Cc. NN . 


Ve Heroes, triumphant by Land and by Seas, 
Sworn Vot'ries to Love, yet unmindful of me; 
Of Proweſs approv'd, of no Dangers afraid, 
Will you ſtand by like Daſtards, and ſee. me a Maid? 
Will you, &c. . | os Sol 


Ye Counſellors ſage, who, with eloquent Tongue, 

Can 9% what you pleaſe with Right and-with 
rong ; | 

Can it be or by Law, or by Equity ſaid, 

That a comely young Girl ought to die an old Maid? 

That a comety, Sc. [1 . 


Ye learned Phyſicians, whoſe excellent Skill 
Can ſave or demoliſh, can heal or can killz 
To a poor forlorn Damſel contribute your Aid, 
Who is fick, very fick, of remaining a Maid; 
Who is ſick, &c. 


Ye Fops, I invoke not to liſt to my Song, 
Who anſwer no End, and to no Sex belong; 

Ye Echoes of Echo, ye Shadows of Shade ; 

For if I had you, I might ſtill be a Maid 

For if, Sc. | 


Youny Colin was melted to hear her complain, - 

Then whiſper'd Relief, like a kind hearted Swain; 

And Phzbe well pleas'd, is 10 longer afraid 

Of being neglected, and dying a Maid; 

Of being negleRed, and dying a Maid. 
* SONG 
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8 ON Cx. 
The Song of Diana. Ser by Mr. Boyce. 
Sung by Mrs. Baker, in AroLLo and Dayuany, 
at Covent-Garden Theatre. 
wt Horns and' with Hounds I waken 
4 £8 the Day, 

And hie to my Woodland Walks away; 
I tuck up my Robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 

And tie to my Forehead a waxing Moon; 
With (outing, and Hooting, we pierce thro” the 
* ky, : Sho 

And Echo turns Hunter, and doubles the Cry. 


SO NG CLX. 
Taz Nox-PARZILIIE. 


Set by Dr. Boyce. 
HE Nymph that I lov'd was as chearful as 


T Day, 
And as ſweet as the bloſſoming Hawthorn in May; 
Her Temper was ſmooth as the Down on the Dove; 
And her Face was as fair as the Mother's of Love: 
The' mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds, 
And receives gentle Odours from flowery Beds; 
Yet warm in Affection as Phabus at Noon, 
And as chaſte as the Silver-white Beams of the 
| Moon. | | 
Her Mind was unſully'd as new falling Snow, 
And as lively as Tints from young Iris Bow ; 
As clear as the Stream, and as deep as the Flood ; 
She, tho“ witty, was wiſe, and tho” beautiful, i 
: | | | 


| The 


he 
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The * that each Virtue, or Grace, had in 
tore, ; Ae 
She cull'd, as the Bee does the Bloom of each 
Flow'r, | | 
Which, treaſur'd for me, O] how happy was I ! 
For tho? her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy 


SONG CLXI. 
Kirry; or, Tun Female PRAETox. 


Set by Dr. Arne. Words by Mr. Prior. Sung ar 
Vauxhall. 


AIR Kitty, beautiful and young, 
And wild-as Colt untam'd, 

Beſpoke the Fair from whence ſhe ſprung, 
With little Rage inflam'd : 

Inflam'd with Rage and ſad Reftraint, 
Which wiſe Mamma ordain'd, 

And ſorely vex'd to play the Saint, 
While Wit and Beauty reign'd : 
While Wit and Beauty reign'd : 

And ſorely vex'd to play the Saint, 

While Wit and Beauty reign'd. 


Muſt Lady Jena friſk about, 
And viſit with her Couſins ?. 
At Balls muſt ſhe make all the Rout, 
And bring home Hearts by Dozens? 
What has ſhe better, pray, than 1, 
What hidden Charms to boaſt, 
That all Mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a Toaſt ? | 


8 — 


While I am ſcarce a Toaſt,? | 
That all Mankind for her ſhould die 
While I am ſcarce a Toaſt ? 
Dear, 


* 
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Dear, dear n for once 1 me, 
Unchain'd, my Fortune tr 

I'll have my Earl as well as 
Or know the Reaſon: why, 


* 
SW 0 


# 


Fond Love prevail'd, Mamma 15 Way; e 


Kitty, at Heart's Deſire, 
Obtain'd the Chariot for a Day, 
And ſet the World on Fire; 
And ſet the World on Fire; 
Obtain'd the Chariot for a Day, 
And ſet the World on Fire. 


s ON OG clxu. 
A HunTinG Song. 
Set by Mr. DARING. Sung at Vauxhall, 


-ReciraTive. 


” 
F 


ARK ! the Horn calls away; 3 
Come the Grave, come the Gay; 
ake to Mufick that wakens the Skies, 
Quit the Bondage of Sloth, and ariſe, 
Ars. (© 
From the Eaft breaks the Morn, | 
See the-Sun-beams adorn 
The wild Heath and the Mountains ſo high; 
The wild Heath, and the Mountains ſo high; 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch Hound, 
The Steed neighs to the Sound, 
And the Floods and the Vallies reply ; 
And the Floods.and the Vallies reply. 


Our Forefathers, ſo good, 
Prov'd their Greatneſs of Blood, 
I T 


Ls 1 
By encount'ring the Fact and the Boar 3 
By encount' rin 2 
Ruddy Healt ' bloon'd the Face, 
Age and Youth. urg'd the Chace, 
And 1 Woodlands and FER. to roar 3 


And taught, oc, U ATR 
Hence, of noble Deſcent, ; 
Hills and Wilds we frequent, c 

Where the Boſom of Nature's vals, 1 

Where the, Ce. 178 
Tho' in Life's buſy Day, {5.4 165 Da 


Man of Man makes a Prey, 
Still let ours be the Prey of * Field 1 
Still let ours, Sc. 25 


With the Chace in full gebe 

Gods | how great the Delight ! 
How our mortal Senſations re a 
How our, L.. \ | 

Where is Care, where is Fear? 

Like the Winds in the Rear, CW 
And the Man's Joſt in n divines 4 
And the Man's, Oe. 


Now to Horſe, my brave Boys: 
Lo! each pants for the 2 
That anon mall enliven the 
That anon mall enliven the wide ls NN 0 
Then at Eve we'll diſmount, | 
Toils and Pleaſures recount, | 
And renew the Chace over the BOW “! . 
And gase de ee dur d deri. 4 


Ir Ae Py 


1 


[ws] 
SONG cem. 
TI See by Dr. Arne. 
M Y R * LA, demanding. the Aid of my 
en, | | 
o tell what of her were he Theo of the Men, 
Inſiſted for onge I would alter my Tone, 
And write Paunegyrics as well as Lampoon : 


With Candour deſcribing the Woman I fee, 
When I ſteal from my Glaſs, to Myriilla and Tea. 


If the Eyes ſweet Employ to the Soul give Delight, 

And Beauty's an Object engaging. to Sight; 

How kind is my Fair-one, whoſe Studies confeſs, 

Her Aim is at Nature's Amendment in Dreſs ! 

Tho' oft in the Structure, miſtaken the Plan, 

She * what ſhe meant ſhou'd giwe Pleaſure to 
Man. F 


When I hear her ſweet Voice, in its natural Key, 
Her ö Dr is Muſick to me; 
Her Kiſs would ſoon make the dull Hermit forego 
His Cell and high Views, for that Heaven below; 
But when for a Trifle with Anger grown bold, 
Her Words are but Difcord, her Kiffes are cold. 


Like Dew to the Flow'rs is Love to Mankind; 
Each Senſe's Employment in Woman we find, 
Unleſs Affectation, that Baue tothe Fair, 
Unfetters the Heart they attempt to inſnare: 
Let Nature the. Science of F le dirett; 

A Charm ill - diſplay'd ſoon becomes a Defect. 


* 


902 ＋ SON 
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; 
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SONG CLXIV, 
Tun Hon zer Fabrow. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


HO! Pox o' this Nonſenſe, I prithee give o'er, 
And talk of your Phillis and Chloe ng more; 

heir * A Air, and their Mein, what 

a Rout ; | 
Here's to thee, my Lad, puſh the Bottle about ; 
Here's to thee, my Lad, puſh the Bottle about. 


Let finical Fops play the Fool and the Ape; 

They dare not confide in the Juice of the Grape : 
But we honeſt Fellows ſdeath! who'd ever think 
Of puling for Love, while he's able to drink ? 

Of puling, &c. | 


»Tis Wine, only Wine, that true Pleaſure beftows 
Our Joys it increaſes, and lightens our Woes 3 
Remember what Topers of old us'd to ſing, 


The Man that is drunk is as great as a King; 
The Man, Ce. ö 


If Cupid aſſaults you, there's Law for his Tricks; 
Anacreon's Caſes, fee Page Twenty-ſix: 
The Precedent's glorious, and juſt by my Soul: 


Lay hold on, and drown the young Dog in à Bowl; 
Lay hold, Oc. | 


What's Life but a-Frelic, a Song, and a Laugh? 


My Toaſt ſhall be this, whilſt Pye Liquor to quaff; 
May Mirth and good Fellowſhip always abound : 
Boys, fill up a Bumper, and let it go round; 
Boys, fill up a Bumper, and let it go round, 


H 2  $ONG 


PX. 


» 
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SONG CLXV. 
Tus War ro xeey iu. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


E Fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry Charm 
To captivate the Will ; 


Whoſe Smiles can Rage itſelf diſarm, 


Whoſe Frowns at once can kill; 
Say, will you _ the Verſe to hear, 
Where Flatt'ry-bears no Part ; 
An honeſt Verſe, that flows ſincere 
And candid from the Heart ? 


Great is your Pow'r; but, greater yet, 
Mankind 1t might engage, | 
If, as ye all can make a Net, 
Ye all could make a Cage: | 
Each Nymph a thouſand Hearts may take: 
For who's to Beauty blind? 
But to what End a Pris'ner make, 
Unleſs we've Strength to bind ? 


Attend the Counſel often told, 


Too often told in vain; 
Learn that beſt Art, the Art to hold, 
Aud lock the Lover's Chain. 
Gameſters to little Purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt; | 
Tho' Beauty may the Charm begin, 
Tis Sweetneſs makes it laſt. 


- 


8 ON 


[ 9 ] 
SONG CLEVI. 


— ** 


Sung by Mr. Champnes, at the Theatre Royal in 


Drury-Lane, in the Entertainment of auen. | 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. & 
Fond Father's Bliſs is to number his Race, — 


And exult on the Bloom that juſt buds on 


their Face; 
With their Prattle be'll daily himſelf e 
And read in their Smiles their lov'd Mother again. 
Men Pleaſure, be mute; this is Life's lovely 
iew; 
When we look on ee ones, our Youth we 
renew. 


Thus loving we live, and thus loving enjoy; _ _ . 
No Deceit here diſtracts, no Debauches deftroy ; 


From the May Morn of 'Youth to Winter's white 


Age, 


Hand in Hand with © Contentment we ſing thro? 


Life's Stage: 
And when Death bids us ſtop, we end eaſy our Song, 
Then give the Gods Thanks that we 've WOE * 
ſo long. 


SONG CLXVIL. 


PR 


Sung by Mr. Lowe. 1 
M. Temples with Cluſters, of _ Grapes P11 en- 
h 


twine, | 
d barterall Joy for a Goblet of Wine; 
In ſearch of a 2 no 0 r Pl run, 
But 9 and forget _ * accbus's Tun. 


Yet 


{ 1 }] 
Yet why this Reſolve to relinquiſh the Fair ? 
*Tis a Folly with Spirits like mine to deſpair; 
For what mighty Charms can be found" in a Glaſs, 
If not fill'd With the Health of ſome favobrite Kaſs? 


*Tis Woman whoſe Charms ev' ry Rapture impart, 
And lend a new Spring to the Pulſe of the Heart: 
The Miſer himſelf (fo Area is her SwayY 
Grows Convert to Love, and reſigns her his Key. 


At the Sound of ber Voice, Sorrow lifts up her 
Head. 

And Poverty liſtens well pleas'd from her shed; ; 

While Age, in an Extaſy, hobbling along, 

Beats Time with his Crutch to the Tuse of b herSong. 


Then bring me a Goblet from Bacchus's Hoard, 
The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on the Board ; 
Fl fill v 2 Brimmer, and drink to the Fair; 
FTis the Thirſt ofa Lover, and pledge me who dare. 


| SONG CLXVII. 
Set 1 Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 


INCE Wedlock's in Vogue, and bale Virgins 
deſpis'd, 
To all Bachelors, greeting, theſe Lines are premis'd: 
I'm a Maid that wouldmarry—at#! could I but find 
(I care not for Fortune) a Man to my Mind. 
(I care not for Fortune) a Man to my Mind, 


Not the” 3 Fop, fond of Faſhion and 
reis; 

Not the Squire, who can relich no Joys but the 

Chace; 

Nor 


* 


Co xrgv 
Nor the free-thinking Rake whom no Morals can 
bind; 
Neither this that, nor t'other's the Man to my Mmd. 
Neither this, Oc. 


Not the 3 d Sot, who topes World without 
En 

Nor the Drone,who can't reliſh his Bottle and Friend; 

Nor the Fool, that's too fond; nor the Chart, that 
unkind ; 

Neither this, that, nor other's the Man to nyMind. 

Nei ther this, Sc. 


Not the Rich, with fulb Bags, without preeding 
or Merit ; j 

Nor the Flaſh that's all Fury, without any 84 irit; : 

Nor the fine Maſter Fribb/e, the Scorn of Mankind 

Neither this, that, nor t'other's the Man tomy Mind: | 

Neither this, &c. 


But the Youth, whom Good.Senſe and Good-Na- , 
ture inſpirey 

Whom the Brave muſt eſteem, and the Fair ſhould 
admire ; 

In whoſe Heart Love and Trutk are with Honour 
conjoin'd ; 

This, this, and no other's the Man to my Mind, 

This, this, and ns other's the Man to my Mine. . 


V 


SONG. CLI. "5 
Set by Mr. Stanley, 


EFEND my Heart, ye Virgin Pow'rs, 
From am'rous Looks and Smiles, 
And ſhield me, in my gayer Hours, | 
From Love“ s deſtructive Wiles: 
U 4 In 


E 
In vain let Sighs and melting Tears 

- Employ their moving Art, vs 
Nor may delufive Oaths and Pray'rs + 


Eier triumph o'er my Heart. 


My calm Content and virtuous Joys 
May Envy-ne'er moleſt, . 

Nor let ambitious 'Thoughts ariſe 
Within my peaceful Breaſt ; 

Yet may there ſuch a decent State, 
Such unaffected Pride, 
As Love and Awe at once create, 
My Words and Actions guide. 
Let others, fond of empty Praiſe, | 
©, Each wanton Art cifpla , | 

While Fops and Fools in "EM gaze, 

And ſigh their Souls away: | 

Far other DiQates I purſue, 

(My Bliſs in Virtue plac'd) | 

And fek to pleaſe the wiſer Few, \ 
Who real Worth can taſte. 


wgeoH 41; -& O:N'G:: CLAX, 


1 
„ Loves REwarDeD. | f 
* "FITH Phebu: | often aroſe, | 
To feaſt on the Charms of the Spring, 
The Fragrance to ſmell of the Roſe, v 
Or liſten to hear the Birds ſing: H 


When Linnets exalted their Strains, 
The Muſic enchanted my Ear; 
My Eyes too were bleſs'd on the Plains 
With various ſwect Blooms of the Year, 


+; 


When 


(! 1931 JI 1 
When Chloe ſhope ſmiling ſo Jed 

I there fix'd the Scene of choke” ; 0 
My Thoughts ſhe engroſs'd all, the Day, | 


[ ſaw her in Dreams all the Night: A 


Still muſing on Chloe I walk'd, 

My Harveſt no more in m Thought: 2 
Of * but Chloe I talk'd; 

Her Smiles were the Harveſt I e. | 


No longer the Warblers could pleaſe ; 
Nolonger the Roſes. look'd 1 
For Muſic, and Sweetneſs, and Eaſe, - _ 
Were loſt, if my Love was away: 
I tun'd to her Beauties my Lays, 
I ſtudy'd each Art that couſd move; 
She took the kind Tribute of Praiſe, 
And paid it with Fondneſs and Love. 


$ O NG | CLXXI. 
Sung in the Opera of Eliza. 


HEN all:the Attic Fire was fled, 
And all the Raman Virtue dead, 
Poor Freedom loſt her Seat, 
Poor Freedom loſt her Seat; 
The Gothic Magtle ſpread a Night, 
That damp'd fair Virtue's fading Light; 
The Muſes loſt their Mate, 
The Muſes loſt their Mate. 


Where ſhould the 7 J N ? what new Shore 
Had yet a Laurel left in Store ? 
To this bleſt Iſſe they ſteer, 


To this bleſt Iſle they ſteer. 
35 


* 
Soon 
* * 


. . 1946 1, 
Gon he Parna 8 was Heard, 
Soon Virtue's facred Form appear d, 
And Freedom ſoon was here, 
And Freedom ſoon was here. 


The lazy Monde has loft his Cell, 
Religion rings her hallaw'd Bell, 
She calls thee now by me, 
She calls thee now by me. 
Hark, hark, hark, her Voite all plaintive ſounds, 
See, rh ſos, ſhe receives a thouſand Wounds, 
If ſhielded not by thee, 
If ſhielded nbt by thee: 


g 0 N 6 CLXXI. 
Ser by Mh. Howard. 


TELLA and Flavia, ev'ry Hour, 
Do various Hearts furprize; 3 

In Stella's Soul is, alt her Pow'r, 
And Flavia's in her Eyes: 

More boundleſs P/awia's —— 106, TW 
And Stella's more confin'd:;: 

All can diſcern a Face that's fair, 
But few a heav'nly Mind. 


Stella, like Britain's Monarch, eius 
O'er cultivated Lands; 

Like Eaſtern Tyrants; Flavia deigus 

To rule o'er barren Sands; 

Then boaſt; fair Flauia, boaſt thy Face, 
Thy Beauty's only Store; 

Each Day that makes thy Charms decreaſe, 
Will give to Stella more. | 


5 3s SONG 


* 
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SONG LMH. 

ts the Farce of HH Lirs wruow rens 
Ser by Mr. Batjſhilk 


OME here, Fellow Servants, and liſten to me, 
I'll new you how thoſe of fu perior Degree, 
Are only Dependents, no better than we, 
Are only Dependents, no better than we. 5 
Both High and Low in this do agtee, | 

Tis here, Fellow Servant, and there, Fellow Servants 
and all in'a, Livery. 

"Tis here Fellow Servant, and there Fellow Servant, 
and all in a Liver all in a Livery, | 

See yonder fine Spark, in 5 brokdery dreſt, 

Who bows to the Git. and if they ſmile, 3 is bleſt; 

What is he, i'faith, but a Servant at belt ? 
Both High, Ge. 

Nature made all alike, no Diſtinction ſhe eraves, 

So we laugh at the great World, its Fools and its 
Knaves;: 

For we are all . but they are all Slaves. 
Both High, &c. 

The fat ſhining Glatton looks up to his Shelf, 

The wrinkled lean, Miſer bows dawn to his Pelf,, 

And the Curl-pated Beau is a Slave to himſelf. 
Both High, Cc. 

The gay ſparkling Belle, who the whole Town 
alarms, 

And with Eyes, Lips and Neck, ſets the Smarts all 
in Arms, 

Is a Vaſſal herſelf, a mere Drudge to her Charms. 


Both High, Cc. 
H 6 Then 


1 


4 | 
ED 
Then we'll drink like our Betters, and laugh, ſing, 
eee 
And when ſick of one Place, to another we'll move, 
For with Little and Great, the beſt Joy is to rove. 
Both High, S. | 


8 ON CExxIvV. 
| " Sung in the OxacLe. 


OULD you with her. you love be bleſt, 
YY- Ye Lovers, theſe Inſtructions mind, 
Conceal the Paſſion in your Breaſt, 
Be dumb, inſenſible and blind; 
ut when with gentle Looks you meet, 
And ſee the artleſs Blulhes riſe, | 
Be filent, loving, and Ae — - 
The Oracle no more implies. _ 
When once you prove the Maid ſiacere, 
Where Virtue is with Beauty join'd ; | 
Then boldly like yourſelves appear, 
No more inſenſible, or blind: 
Pour forth the Tranſports of your Heart, 
And ſpeak your Soul without Diſguiſe ; 
Tis Fondneſs, Fondneſs muſt impart ; 
The Oracle no more implies. 
Tho' pleaſing, fatal is the Snare, 
That fill entraps all Womankind ; 
Ladies, beware, be wiſe, take care, 
Be deaf, inſenſible and blind: _ 
But ſhould ſome fond deſerving Youth 
Agree to join in men's Ties, 
Be tender, conſtant, crown his Truth ; 
The Oracle no more implies, 


IN : 
L 137 17 * 
+$'O-N-G u of. 1-1 ra; 
- tale Mr. Reinhold, in ae * 


Much-lov'd Son ! if Death ' * 

Has ſtol'n thy vital Breath, 

I' ſhare thy hapleſs Fate 9 

But ere the Dagger drinks my Blood. 

A murder'd King at Lethe's 5-2 | 
The Tidings ſhall relate? 


Bid Charon ceaſe from Toil, 1 

And reſt upon his Oar, .. * 84 

Till I arrive t'attain the Soil 
Where we ſhall part no more. 


8 ON G . CLXXVI.. q 
dung by Mr. Leoni, in the Engliſh Opera = 


* ARTAXERXES.' 
WATER parted from the Sea, 
May increaſe the River's Tide, 
To the bubbling Fount may flee, 
Or through fertile Valleys glide, 
Though, in ſearch of loſt Repole, N 
hrough the Land 'tis free to roam, 


Still it marmurs as it lows, - 
Till it reach its native Home. 


SONG CLXXWI. 


The Words by Mr. Dodſley. Sung in the KI x0 AND 
THE MILLER. 


OW happy a State does a Miller poſſeſs, 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſs! 
On his Mill and himſelf e depends for Support, 


Which is better than ſervilely cringing at "What : 
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Of N 
What mo de alf ds asd uch ĩten d does go, 
The more he's bepowder'd the more like a Beau: 
A Clown. in this Dreſs may he honefter far 
Than a Courtier who-ſtfuts in his Garter and Star. 


. 'Tho? his Handsare ſo flaub'd they re not fit to be ſeen, 
The Hands of 'his'Betters are not very clean; 

A Palm more polite may as dirtily deal; 

Gold in handling will tick tothe Fingers, like Meal: 
What if, when a Pudding for Dinner he lacks, 

He cribs, without Scruple, from, other Men's Sacks; 
In this a right noble Example he brags, 
Who borrow as freely from other Men's Bags, 
Who borrow, Oe. 1: a | | 

Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an Eftate, 
In this tee he'd thinric the Tools of the State, 
Whoſe Aim is alone their own Coffers to fill, 
And all his Concern's to bring Griſt to his Mill: 
He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry, 
And down when he's weary contented does lie; 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to fing: 
If ſo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King:? 

If ſo happy a Miller, then whe'd be a King? 


SONG CEXXVIT, 


Sung ty Mrgþlghtoels, in ARTAXERXES» 


T7 ſtgh and complain, 
Alike diſdain, 
Contented my Wiſh to enjoy: 
I ſeorn to reflect 
Ona Lady's Neglect, Mg? 
Or barter my Peace for a Toy. 


% 


In 


In Love, a in W,; . 
I laugh at aS | 

But if my proud Enem SC ud 
The Joy that romains 

Is to lead her in Chains, | A 

_ glean the dien dei of the rad. 


SONG CLXXIE. 


Greenwood Har; org eint Pau ion (to 
his 4 0 


Mary ! ſoft in Feature 
I've — at deat Fanz Ba; 

No Paradiſe is ſweeter, 
Not that they Eden calls? 

At Night ſuch — Vagaries, 

Such gay and harmleſs Sport, 

All look'd like Giant Faifies, 
And this their Monarch's Court. 


Methought, when firſt Jenter'd, 
Such plendour round me * 
Into a World I ventur'd, 
Where roſe another Sun 3 
Whilſt Muſic, never cloying, 
As Sky-Larks fweet Þ hear; -—* 
The Sounds. I'm. ſtill enjoy in 
They'll always ſooths the Far, 


Here Paintings, ſweetly glowing, 
Where-&er our Glaricts fall; 

Here Colours, Life beflowing,, 
Bedeck this Greenwood: Hall: 


1 
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* The King 4 dubs a Farmer: 
There Job his Doxy loves; 
But my Delight's the Charmer, 
| Who ſteals a Pair of Gloves“. 


As ſtill amaz'd, I'm ſtraying 01.44 | 
Oer thisenchanted Grove, 

I ſpy a Harper + playing 
Al in his proud Alcove : | 

1 doff my Hat deſiring 

 * He'd tune up buxom Joe; 

But what was 1 admiring ? 

Adzooks ! a Man of Stone. 


But now the Tables , preadiog, 
They all fall to with Glee : . 

Not e'en at Squire“ fine n 
Such Dainties did J ſee: 

J long'd (poor ſtarv'ling Rover); 
But none heed Country Elves; 

| Theſe Folk with Lace daub'd over, 
Love only dear themſelves, 


Thus, whilſt mid Joys abounding, Ca 

As Graſshoppers they're gay; Ar 

At Diſtance, Crowds ſurrounding, * 71 

Tbe Lady of the May t: | Bei 

The Man i'th' Moon peep'd lily, * 

4 Soft twinkling thro? the Trees, 

As tho? Ted leaſe him highly Th 

To taſte Delights like theſe. No 

| SONG 1 

* Alluding to three Pictures in the Pavilions, viz. the King W. 
and Miller of Mansfield, the Sailor in a Tippling- Houſe in 

Wapping, and the Girl who is _—_— a Kiſs from the ——— Fra 

Gentleman, —＋ 

Mr. Handel's Statue. Laſ 

Her Royal Highneſs the Princeſs of Wales, fitting under The 


.— Pavilion. 
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oy 0 N G CLXXX. 
Sung by M/s Catley, in Lovs 18 4 VitLaers 
OW bleſt the Maid whoſe Boſom 
No head-firong Paſſion knows ! 
Her Days in Joy ſhe paſſes, 
Her Nights ! in ſweet Repoſe: 
Where-e'er her Fancy leads her, 
No Pain, no Fear, invades her, 
Bat Pleaſure | { 
Without Meaſure 1 FA 
From ev'ry Object flows. 


SONG CLXXXI. 


CoONTENTMENT,. "0 


True Content! ſecure from Harms, | 
What's all the World without thy Charms, | 
Which ſtill allure to Reſt ? 
Compar'd therewith, all earthly Joys 
Are empty, — trifling Toys: 

In thee Mankind is bleſt. 


Bereft of thee, no Monarchs have LJ — 4 
Such Pleaſure as the meaneſt Slave, 
To whom thou giv'ſt Relief; 
Tho? Subjects ſhew profound Reſped 3 
Nor Duty, wilfully neglect, 
Thy Abſence cauſes Grief, 


When thou art baniſh'd from the Mind, 
Frail Mortals vainly are inclin'd 
To Pride and Avarice, 
Laſciviouſneſs, Idolatry, 
Thefts, Murders, and . 
With ev 'ry other Vice. 


But 
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But where thou reign'ſ, there's ſolid Peace; 
Thro' thee true Virtus does increaſe 3; 
Thy Countenanceexpels 
The gloomy Proſpects of Deſpair z 
It dipates the laviſh Fear, 
Wich whomſoe'er it dwells. 


Come, then, thou pleaſing Beauty bright! 
Refide with me both Day and Night, 
Diſplay thy lovely C Harms 
Be thou diffus'd within my W 
And let me ſtill ſecurely reſt 
Infolded in thy Arms. 


'Thro? all the various Scenes of * 
Preſerve me from envious Strife, 
On Heaven ftill to rely 
For true protecting Aid; and when: 
Time terminates/in Death, oh! then- 
To thee, O Heav'n ! to fly. 


SONG. CLXXXII. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 
HE Breed eame forth frue the Barn, 
And ſhe was digkting her Cheeks; 
How can 1 be married To-day, | 
That ha' neither Blankets, ne Sheets: 
That ha' neither Blankets, ne Sheets? 
And wants a Covering too?“ 
The Breed that HA aww. Things to- CARR 
Has e'en reet muckle to do. 
Woo'd and. marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw; 
And was ſhe not very weel off. 
Ta be woo'd and mary id and a 
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What is the Matter ? quoth Val. 

Though we be ſcant o'Claiths, 
We's creep the claiſer together, 
And drive away the Fleas. 
The Summer 1s coming on, 

And we's get Pickles a Wooz 
We's fee a Laſs of our ain, 

And ſhe'll ſpin Blankets enow, 

Woo'd and marry'd, Ce. 


Then up ſpake the Breed's Mother, 
The Deel ſtick aw this Preed 1 

T had ne a Plack in my Pocket, 
The Day I was made a Breed. 

My Gown was Lioſy-Winſey, 
And ne'er a Sark at aw; 

And you ha' Gowns and Buſkins, 
Mair than ane or 'twa. 39 

Woo'd and mary'd, Oc. 


Then up ſpake the Breed's Fether, 
As he came in frae the Plough : 
Hawd your Tongue, my Daughter, 

And ye'ſe get Geer enough ; 
The Stirk that gavs in the Tether, 
And our braw Biffen Yade, 
To lade your Corn in Harveſt : 
What wad you ha? you lade? 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the Breed's Brother, 
As he came hence frae the Kye: - 

Willy wou'd ne'er ha've had you, 
Had he known you, as weel as I; 


Fo I # - 
For you'r baith proud, and ſaucy, 
Ne fit for a poor Man's Wife; 


Gin I ne'er ha? better than you, þ 

Pie ne'er ha” ane in my Life. | 

Woo'd and marry'd, c. 5 

Then up ſpake the Breed's Siſter, 
As ſhe far down.by the Fire : It 
O gin I married To-neet, 

Tis aw that I'd defire : A 
But I, pure Girl, muſt live ſingle, 

And do the beſt I can ; Bi 
I did not care what came o“ me, 

So I had but a gude Man, 4 


Woo'd and marry'd and aw, 

Marry'd and woo'd and aw: 

And was ſhe not very weel off, 
To be woo'd and marry'd and aw ? 


$0NG clxxxln. 7 

Set by Mr. Jackſon, A 

HE heavy Hours are almoſt paſt, At 
That part my Love and me; 

My longing Eyes may hope, at laſt, Bu 


Their only Wiſh to ſee: | 
But how, my Delia, will you meet 


The Man you've loſt ſo long? Th 
Will Love in all your Pulſes beat, 4 
And tremble, on your Tongue ? 4 
Will you in ev'ry Look declare, 80 
Your Heart js till the ſame, | / 
And heal each idle, anxious Care, Yo! 
Our Fears in Abſence frame ? I 


Thus, 
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Thus, Delia, thus I paint the Scene, 
When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 
And try what yet remains between, 
Of loit'ring Time to cheat, : 


But if the Dream that ſooths my Mind, 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove; 


If I am doom'd at length to find, 


That you've forgot to love: 

All I of Yenus:aſlk, is this, 
No more to let us join ; 

But grant me here the flatt'ring Bliſs, 
To die, and think you mine. 


'Howovr. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


HE Flame of Love ſincere I felt, 
And ſkreen'd the Paſſion long; 
A Tyrant in my Soul it dwelt, 
But Awe ſuppreſs'd my Tongue. 
At length I told my deareſt Maid, 
My. Heart was fix'd upon her: 
But think not I can love, ſhe ſaid; 
I can't, upon my Honour. 


The Heart that once is. roving caught, 
All prudent Nymphs diſtruſt; 

And muſt it for a youthful Fault 
Be always deem'd unjuſt ? 

So Celia judg'd, fo Senſe decreed, 
And bid me ſtill to ſhun her: 


Your Suit, ſhe ſaid, won't here ſucceed, 


It won't upon my Honour, 


Too 


l. 66 

Too long, I ery'd, I've been to blame, 
I, with a Sigh, confeſo; 

But thou, who eanſt the Rake reclaim, ' 
My new-born Paſſion blefs ! 

Had ev'ry Nymph like Celia prov'd, 
I could not have undone her; 

On thee, bright Maid, thou beſt belov'd, 
I doat, upon my Honour, 

A while the Nymph my Suit repreſs'd, 
My Conſtancy to prove, 

Then with a Bluſh Conſent expreſs'd, 
And bleſs'd me with her Love. 

To Church 1 led the blooming Fair, 
Enraptur'd that I'd won her; | 

And now Life's ſweeteſt Joys we ſhare, 
We do, upon my Honour. 


SONG CLXXXV, 


The Words by Mr. Gay. New ſet by Mr. Jackſon. 


RECITATIVE. 


* when-the Seas were roaring, 
With hollow Blaſts of Wind, 

A Damſel lay deploring, 
All on a Rock reclin'd : 

Wide o'er the foaming: Billows 
She caſt a wiſhful Look ; 

Her Head was crown'd with Willows, 
That trembled oer the Brook. 

AIR. 

Twelve Months are gone and over, | 
And nine long tedioas Days, 

Why didft thou, vent'rous Lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the Seas ? 


Ceaſe 


1 1% J 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled Ocean, 
And let my Lover reſt; 


Ah! what's thy troubled Motion, 
To that within my Breaſt? 


The Merchant robb'd of Pleaſure, 
Views Tempeſt with Deſpair ; 
But what's the Loſs of Treaſure 
To the Loſing of my Dear? 
Should you ſome Coaſt be laid on, 
Where Gold and Diamonds grow, 
You'd find a richer Maiden, 
But none that loves you fo. 


How can they ſay that Nature 
Has nothing made in vain ; 
Why then, beneath the Water, 
Do hideous Rocks remain? 
No Eyes thoſe Rocks diſcover, 
g. That Lurk beneath the Deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring Lover, 
And leave the Maid'to weep. 


Thus melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her Dear, 
Repaid each Blaſt with Sighing, 
Each Billow with a Tear : 
When o'er the white Wave tooping, 
His floating Corpſe ſhe *ſpy'd ; 
Then like a Lily drooping, 
She bow'd her Head—and dy'd. 


ale 
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S ON G CLXXXVI. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. 


5 "MW Sung at Vauxhall, _ 
long a giddy _—_—_ Youth, 
'd; 


From Fair to Fair, I rov 
To ev'ry Nymph I vow'd my Truth, 
Tho? all alike I lov'd: 
Yet, when the Joy I wiſh'd was paſt, 
My Truth appear'd a Jeſt : | 
But, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at laſt 
That Conſtancy is beſt, 


That Conſtancy is beſt, 


Like other Fools, at Female Wiles 
*Twas my Delight to rail ; i 
Their Sighs, their Vows, their Tears, their Smiles, 
Were falſe, I thought, and frail ; 
But, by Reflection's bright'ning Pow'r, 
I ſee their Worth — 
That Man cannot enough adore, 
That Conſtancy is beſt, 
That Conſtancy is beſt, 


The roving Heart at Beauty's Sight 
May glow with fond Deſire; 
Yet, tho' Poſſeſſion yield Delight, 
It damps the lawleſs Fire: 
But Love's celeſtial faithful Flames 
Still catch from Breaſt to Breaſt : 
While ev'ry home-felt Joy proclaims 
That Conſtancy is beſt, 
That Conſtancy is beſt. 
29 No 
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No ſolid Blifs from Change reſults, 
No real Raptures flow ; 

But fix'd to one, the Soal exults, 
And taſtes of Heay'n below. 

With Love, on ev'ry gen'rous Mind, 
Is Truth's fair Form impreſt ; 

And Reaſon dictates to Mankind, 
That Conſtancy 1s beſt, 
That Conſtancy is beſt. 


SONG CLXXXVIL 
Taz TeuresT of WAX. 
Sang by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall-Gardens. 


ET the Tempeſt of War 
Be heard from afar, 
With Trampets? and Cannons' Alarms: 
Let the Brave, if they will, 
By their Valour or Skill, 
Seek Honour and Conqueſt in Arms, 


To live ſafe, and retire, 
Is what I defire, 
Of my Flocks and my Chloe poſſeſt; 
For in them I obtain 
True Peace without Pain, 
And the laſting Enjoyment of Reſt. 


In ſome Cottage or Cell, 
Like a Shepherd to dwell, 
From all Interruption at Eaſe 3 
In a peaceable Life, 
Who will ſtudy her Huſband to pleaſe, 
I 


SONG 


In 

SON G CLXXXVIIL 

THzE SailLoR's Rervin; 

Set by Dr. Arne, In THOMAS AND SALLY, 


Hie. ET Fops pretend in Flames to melt, 
And talk of Pangs they never felt; 
] ipeak without Diſguiſe or Art, 
And with my Hand beſtow my Heart. 


She, Let Ladies prudiſhly deny, 
Look cold, and give their Thoughts the Lye; 
I] own the Paſſion in my Breaſt, 
And long to make my Lover bleſt. 


He. For this the. Sailor, on the Maſt, 
Endures the Cold and cutting Blaſt; 
All dripping wet, wears out the Night, 
And braves the Fury of the Fight. 


| $he. For this the Virgin pines, and ſighs, 
With throbbing Heart, and ſtreaming Eyes 
Till ſweet Reverſe of Joy ſhe proves, 
And claſps the faithful Lad ſhe loves. 


Both. Ye Britiſh Youths, be brave, you'll find, 
The Britiſb Virgins will be kind; 
Protect their Beauty from Alarms, a 
And they'll repay you with ics Charms. 


SONG CLXXXIX, 


ASTE, haſte, Anelia, gentle Fair, 
To foft Elyſian Gales; 
From Smoke to ſmiling Skies repair, 
And Sun-illumin'd Vales; 


4 
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1! 
No Sighs, no Murmurs, haunt the Grove, 
But Bleſſings crown the Plains; 


Here calm Contentment, Heav'n-born Maid, 


And Peace, the Cherub, reigns. 


O come ! for thee the Roſes bloom, 
The deep Carnation grows; 

For thee ſweet Violets breathe Perfume, 
The white-rob'd Lily blows; 

For thee their Streams the Naiads roll, 
The daiſied Hills are gay, | 

Where (Emblems of Amelia's Soul) 
The ſpotleſs Lambkins play. 


From Vale to Vale the Zephyrs rove, 
To rob th unfolding Flow'rs; 
And Muſic melts in ev'ry Grove, 
To charm thy rural — ; 
The warbling Lark, high-poiſ'd in Air, 
Exerting all his Pride, 
Will ſtrive to pleaſe Amelia fair, 
Who pleaſes all beſide. 


SONG CXC. 
det by Mr. Dubourg. 


The Breezes wave the ripen'd Corn; 
The yellow Harveſt, free from Spoil, 
Rewards the happy Farmer's Toil; 

The flowing Bowl ſucceeds the Fail, 

O'er which he tells the jocund Tale. 


I 2 


HE Lark's ſhrill Note awakes the Morn, 
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$ ONG-CXCL. 
Sung by Mi/s Catley, in Ax TAxkRxE5S. 


ET not Rage, thy Boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter Claim remove: 

Spare a Heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by Duty, rack'd by Love. 


Each ungentle Thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft Breaſt; 
Nor, with Rancour never ending, j 


Heap freſh Sorrows on th' Oppreſt. 


Let not Rage, thy Boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter Claim remove: 
Spare a Heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by Duty, rack'd by Love. 
Heav'n, that ev'ry Joy has eroſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched State can mend; 
I, alas! at once have loſt 
Father, Brother, Lover, Friend ! 


Let not Rape, thy Boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter Claim remove : 

Spare a Heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by Duty, rack'd by Love. 


SONG CXCI. 
Tur Cau rio. 


Th 
HILIR A's Charms poor Damon took; Th 
How eager he for billing! | | Bec 


When, lo! the Nymph the Swain forſook, 


To ſhew her Power of killing : , 
| 


„ 
In either Eye ſhe ſheath'd a Dart; 
He felt it, never doubt him: 
Odzooks! a Man were thro' the Heart, 
Ere he could look about him. 


But mark the End- with Scythe ſo ſharp,. 
Time o'er the Forehead ſtruck her; 
And all her Charms began to warp— 
Then ſhe was in a Pucker: 
She then began to rave and curſe, 
Her Time ſhe paſs'd no better; | 
Yet till had Hopes, ere bad grew worſe, ; 
Some comely Swain might get her. | 
Philira, ev'ry Lad ſhe meets, 
Now makes an am'rous Trial; 
But each with Scorn her Warmneſs treats ; 
Each frowns in cold Denial. 5 
Coquettes, take Warning; change your Tune; 
"This woeful Caſe at. Ti 2. 
The Bedfellow you flight in Juno, 
You'll wiſh for in December. 


s oN CXCWI. 
Sang in As YOU LIKE ir. 


LOW, blow, thou Winter's Wind ;. 
Thou art not ſo unkind, 
Thou art not ſo unkind, 
As Man's Ingratitude : | 
Thy Tooth is not ſo keen, \ 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Thy Tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Altho' thy Breath be rude, - 
Altho' thy Breath be rude. 
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Freeze 
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Freeze, freeze, thou bitter Sky, 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 

As Benefits forgot : 
Tho' thou the Waters warp, 
Thy Sting is not ſo ſharp, 
Tho' thou the Waters warp, 
Thy Sting is not fo ſharp, , 

As Friends remember'd not, 

As Friends remember'd not. 


SONG CXCIYV. 
Sung by Mr. Reinhold, i» Love INN A VILLACI. 


HE honeſt Heart, whoſe Thoughts are clear 
From Fraud, Diſguiſe, and Guile, 

Need neither Fortune's Frowning fear, 

Nor court the Harlot's Smile. 
The Greatneſs that would make us grave, 

Is but an empty Thing; 
What more than Mirth would Mortals have ? 

The chearful Man's a King ! 


s O0 NG cxcv. 
Sung in Couvus. 
Set by Dr. Arne, 
WEET Echo, ſweeteſt Nymph, that liv'ſt unſeen 


Within thy airy Cell, * 
By flow Mæander's Margent green, 
And in the Violet embrojder'd Vale,- | F. 


0 Where the Love-lorn Nightingale 


Nightly to thee her fad Song mourneth well. ed 
wm h an 


(1% T. 
Canſt thou not tell me of a gentle Pair 
That likeſt thy Narciſſus are ? 
O! if you have 
Hid them in ſame flow'ry Cave, 
Tell me but where, 


Sweet Queen of Parley, Daughter of the Sphere, 
So may'it thou be tranſlated to the Skies, 
And give reſounding Grace ta all Heav'n's Har- 


monies, 


$ ON G -.CXCVI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HEN Trees did bud, and Fields were green, 


W And Flow'rs were fair to ſee; 
When Mary was complete Fifteen, 
And Love laugh'd in her Eye; 

Blithe Jockey's Looks her Heart did move 

To ſpeak her Mind thus free, 


© Gang down the Burn, my gentle Love ; 


« And ſoon Vil follow thee.” 


Now Fockey did each I. ad ſurpaſs 
That dwelt on this Burn Side ;. 

And Mary was a bonny Laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a Bride: 

Her Cheeks were roſy red and white, 
Her Eyes were azure blue, 

Her tacks were like Aurora bright, 
Her Lips like dropping Dew. 


Whe t paſs'd, I gueſs was harmleſs Play, 
And nothing, ſure, unmeet ! 

For ganging Home, I heard them ſay, 
They lik d a Walk fo ſweet ! 
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His Cheek to her's he fondly laid; 
She cry'd, Sweet Love, be true; 
« And when a Wife, as now a Maid, 
„To Death P11 follow you.” 


SONG CXCVIL 
Set by Dr. Arne. In Thomas AND SALLY. 


LL you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a Laſs, 

A Learn how the Aﬀair's to be done; a 

For, if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an Aſs, 
You'll loſe her asſureas a Gun, 


With Whining, and Sighing, and Vows, and all 
that, i 
As far as you pleaſe you may run; 
She''ll hear you, and jeer you, and give you a Pat, 
But jilt yoygas ſure as a Gun, 
To worſhip, and call her bright Goddeſs, is fine ! 
But, mark you the Conſequence, mum; 
The Baggage will think herſelf really divine, 
Aud ſcorn you, as ſure as a Gun. 


hen be with a Maiden bold, frolic, and ſtout, 
And no Opportunity ſhun : 
She'll tell you ſhe hates you, and ſwear ſhe'll cry 
out ; | 
But mum—ſhe's as ſure as a Gun. 


SONG CXCIII. 
Worldly Happineſs in Spite of Philoſophy, 
| Set by Dr. Arne. 
O curb the Will with vain Pretence, , 
Philoſophy her Force employs, * | 
And tells us, in Deſpite of Senſe, 
That Life affords no real Joys: 


„„ _ * - 
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Such 


L. 
Such idle Whims my Heart ahjures; 
Envy me'not, immortal Jowe, 
If I prefer my Bliſs to your's, 
Claſp'd in the Arms of her I love. 


Since you have giv'n Defires to Men, 
Deny us not Enjoyment free : 
Muſt I be happy only then, 
When I, alas! ſhall ceaſe to be ? 
Such idle Whims my Heart abjures ; + 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, 
If I prefer my Bliſs to your's, 
Claſp'd in the Arms of her I love. 


S O0 NG cxcix. 
Surg by Mei. Mattocks, in The Maid of the Min. 


ITH the Man that I love, as I deftin'd * 
| to dwell SW | 
On a Mountain, a Moor, in a Cot, in a Cell ; 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 
More pleaſing than Courts or a Palace to me, 
Let the Vain and the Venal, in Wedlock aſpire 
To what Folly eſteems, and the Vulgar admires {| 
I yield them the Bliſs, where their Wiſhes are 
 _ plaC'd, Ke 
Inſenſible Creatures ! *tis all they can taſte, 
SONG CC. 
8, Set by Mr. Feſting. 
HE Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſt, 
New gilds the ſmiling Day ; 
The - pate, — the Sun in Eaſt 
New guilds the ſmiling Day; # 5105 Lt 
en The- 


1 

The Lark forſakes his dewy Neſt, 
The Fields all round are gaily dreſs'd : 

Ariſe, my Love, and play, and play ; 

Ariſe, my Love, and play. 
Come forth, my Fair, come forth, bright Maid, 
And bleſs thy Shepherd's Sight ; 

Come forth, &c. + 

Lend ev'ry folded Flow'r thy Aid, 
Unveil the Roſe's bluſhing Shade, 

And give them ſweet Delight; 

And give, c. 
Thy Preſence makes all Nature ſmile, 
Thoſe Smiles your Charms improve; 

Thy Preſence, Cc. 
Thy Strains the liſt'ning Birds beguile, 
And, as invite, reward their Toil, 
And tune their Notes to Love; 

And tune, Ec. 

Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn-Tree, 

The Flow'rs in Wreaths I'll twine ; 
Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn-Tree, 

The Flow'rs in Wreaths I'll twine ; 
Ere other Eyes ye Beauties ſee, 


Then on my Brows adorn'd ſhall be; 
Thy happy Fate be mine, be mine 
Thy happy Fate be mine, be mine. 
6. ONS CCL... 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 
| Set by Mr. Fiſher. 
FE Nymphsand ye Swains who are youthful and 


| gay, | 
Pray tarry a while, and attend to my Lay ; 


The 


* 


- L 179 I : 
The Story may ſerve a ſew Moments to kill, 
You may laugh, or may cry, ordojuſt what you will. 
Young Ralph of the Vale courted Szeof the Green; 
A lovelier Damſel ſure never was ſeen: '/ : 
But Su/an was coy, and us'd Ralph very ill, 
So he left her and flew to young Pat of the Mill. 
Young Pat was a Beauty, but ſhe was a Prude ; 
Whenever he kiſs'd her, ſhe vow'd he was rude; 
Diſpleas'd with her Folly he went to the Hill, | 
Where dwelt lovely Bet, who thought Kiſſing no Ill. 


The Swain he was handſome; the Laſs ſhe was kind, 


And Ralph found that Bet was the Girl to his Mind: 


So he led her to Church, then of Love took his Fill, 
For wedded Ber lets him do juſt what he will. 


Now Suſan and Pat figh alone in Deſpair : 
Then learn, from their Folly, this Leſſon, ye Fair; 


When a Swain that ishoneſt thinks Marriage no III, 
Ne'er {light him, but wed and dojuſt what you will. 


SONG CCI. 


A Favourite RonDtav. 
Sung at Vauxhall Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Bach. 


EASE a while ye Winds to blow, 
Ceaſe ye roaring Streams to flow; 

Huſh'd be ev'ry other Noiſe, ' 

J want to hear my, Lover's Voice. 


Where's the Brook, the Rock, the Tree? 
Hark, a Sound- I think *tis he! 

*Tis not he; yet night comes on. 

Where's my lovel: 1 gone? 


Loud 


. 
Loud I'll peak, to make him hear. 
Tis I who call, my Love, my Dear! 
The Time is come. Why this Delay ? 
Alas! my Wand'ter's loſt his Way. 


SONG CCIIL. 
Set by Mr. Jarvis. 


EHOLD ! my Fair-One, on each Spray 
The Linnet warbles forth his Lay, 
To charm his little Mate; 

Attentive to his pleaſing Strains, 

She hiſtens, till her Love he gains, 

And leaves the reſt to Fate, 


Together now their Neſt they build; 
With mutual Love each Boſom's fill'd 
Poor their yet callow Brood 

But when, by Time's maturing Hand, 
Their tender Pinions they expand, 

To fly in Search of Food; 


No longer then do they with Care 
'Their oth, Nouriſhment prepare, 

But lead them to the Field; 
Where what eſcap'd the Reaper's Hand, 
Or from the Sheaves the Wind hath fann'd, 
Repaſts do amply yield. 


Let us, by their Example taught, 
Diſdain each mercenary Thought, 
And Love alone attend ; 

So ſhall Life's Current peaceful flow, 
And baniſh. from us far each Woe, 
And all our Cares ſhall end, 


SONG 
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$0 NG CCIV. 
Set by Mr. Jarvis, 
Said on the Banks by the Stream, 


O! learn me, ye Muſes, a Theme, 
Where Glory may brighten my Song, . 
Bat Pan bid me ſtick to my Strain, 
Nor Leſſons too lofty rehearſe ; 
Ambition -befits not a Swain, 
And Phillic loves Paſtoral Verſe, 


The Roſe, tho? a beautiful red, 
Looks faded to Phallis's Bloom; 
The Breeze from the Bean-Flower Bed, 


To her Breath's but a feeble Perfume: 


The Dew-drop, ſo limpid and gay, 
That looſe on the Violet lies, 

Tho? brighten'd by Phebus's Ray, 
Wants Luſtre, compar'd to her Eyes. 


A Lily I pluck'd in full Pride, 
Its Freſhneſs with hers to compare, 
And fooliſhly thought, till I try'd, 
The Flow'ret was equally fair. 
How, Corydon, could you miſtake ? 
Your Fault be with Sorrow confeſt ; 
You ſaid the white Swan on the Lake, 
For Softneſs might rival her Breaſt, 


While thus I went on in her Praiſe, 
My Phillis paſt ſportive along ; 
Ye Poets, I covet no Bays 3 


She ſmil'd a Reward for my Song. 


I've pip'd for the Shepherds too long. 
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T find the God Pan's in the right, 
No Fame like the Fair-one's 1 
And Cupid will crown with Delight 
The Shepherd that ſings in his Cauſe, 


SONG ccv. 
Diana. and AcTEzO0N, A Cantata. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set. by Mr. A. Fiſher, 


| RECITATIVE. 
HE Chace was o'er. Adæen ſought a Seat, 


To ſhade him from the Rage of Mid-day Heat. 


His fainting Dogs, with Toil and Thirſt oppreſs'd, 


Long'd for the cooling Stream and freſh'ning Reſt. 
As on the Hunter wandered ——— 


Diana and her Nymphs appear'd undreſs'd ; 
While Stream nor Nymph could ſave her from his 


Sight, 


Thus try'd the Youth toſpeak, appall'd with Fright: 


„ 
O think me not, Goddeſs, to blame, 
I lurk'd not thoſe Charms to eſpy; 
By Chance to this Covert I came, 
And Fate is more faulty than I. 


All weary and hunting I ftrove- 
To hide me from Phebur's Ray, 
Forgive me thus deſtin'd to rove, 
O let me now wing back my Way. 
 RECITATIVE. | 
Enrag'd the Goddeſs thus beſpoke the Swain 


Who ſu'd for Pity and had ſu'd in vain ; N 
% IR» 
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Raſh Youth ! your mad Folly you ſoon ſhall deplorez 
No Mortal thus naked has ſeen me before; 
Leſt you tell where you've been, | 
Boaſt of what you have ſeen, 
Bold Hunter, here know 
That Diana's your Foe ;. 
That for this you ſhall never again ſee me more; 
You ſhall branch out with Horns, bound with ſwifts 
| running Feet, 
No longer a Man, but a Stag all compleat. 
Your Hounds in full cry, 
Shall purſue as you fly, 
Chace you all the long Day, 
Till they make you their Prey, x 
Since your Eyes dar'd to glance tow'rds Diana's 
Retreat. K 


SONG CCI. 
Set by Mr. Bates. F 


Y the Ladies I oft have been charg'd with 


Neglect, 
ror the Bottle they vow | have greater Reſpect; 
They carp at my Conduct, my Words they entwine, 
Miſs Bech they cry up, but down with my Wine. 
I ſometimes muſt own they my Spirits perplex, 
But ſay what they will I adore the dear Sex; 
Love and — is the Motto of Cupid's great 

Shrine, 


But Bacchus his Motto is Mirth, Love, and Wine, 


Give Reaſon but Room, take a Moment to think, 
How inſipid's the Lover who never cou'd drink! 


But 


'Y 


5 . 
Fut let him once taſte the ripe Juice of the Vine, 
He'll ſoon be convinc'd of the Force of good Wine, 
Obſerve me, ye Fair, Pl} this Maxim ne'er ſcan, 
I' be a true Lover, but keep up the Man. 
What's Wine without Love? let your Sages define : 
Or tell me, ye Lovers, what's Love without Wine? 


Grave Prudes they may rail, and wond'ring declare, 
How vulgar and drunken the Fellows all are! 
Zut, ads the Roſe, Ia Truth muſt define, 
The Huffies themſelves love a Bumper of Wine, 
Nor is he the Lover, when Cite does frown, - 
Who runs to the Brook with Intention to drown ; 
Now my Way's another, .all muſt approve mine, 
For if I muſt drown, it muſt be in good Wine. 


8 me Love as it's meant, and I care not a Straw, 
f the ſame give me Wine, and in neither no Flaw; 
Since Love was the great and creative Deſign, 

So, to heighten that Love, was ſent us good Wine. 
Say, why ſhould one Bleſſing another annoy, 
Since each was deſign'd us, in Turn, to enjoy? 
Let the puny tame Lover for Beauty repine, 

No Love is like that that's inſpir'd by good Wine. 


SONG CCOVIL 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Bach. 


ST filent Shades, and purling Streams, 
| The God of Love ſupinely dreams: 
Ia roſy and fantaſtic Chains 
He leads deluded Maids and Swains. 
But if the Trumpet's loud Alarms 
Excite to Deeds of manly Arms, 
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nue tremendous Sounds ariſe, 
The Coward Boy in Terror flies ; 
On filken Wings he cuts the Air, - 
Scar'd at the Thunder of the War. 


SONG CCVIIL 
Tas Musical IMiTATION.. 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter, at Marybone Gardens. 


. REec1TATIVE. 
Foreign Val, with amorous Coragio, 
And all the milky Softneſs of Adagio, 
To Poll, the Millener, Addreſſes paid: 
He ſigh'd, he ſung, to win the tender Maid. 
Aix. 
Pigs, when parted from the Sow, 
After Mammy ſqueak in vain; 
Hungry Crows purſue the Plow, 
So I follow and complain ; 
Roaſt a Beef to Englis Man, 
With a Pudding ſweet is dear, 
But no Beef nor Pudding can 
Keep out pretty Polly here. 
| REciTATIVE. 
A jolly Butcher, Plenty in his Face, 
Approach'd the Fair with true Clare-market Grace ;. 
His tape-bound. Hat he cruſh'd beneath his Arm, 
And ſtrove the Fair-one through her Ear to charm. 
AlR, 
While Watchmen in their Boxes fleep, 
And Females loudly fcream, 
While ſons of Bacchus tipple deep, 
I ſigh and of you dream. | 
3 


When my Calves and Lambs I'm fleaing, 
You, in Thought, I'm ever ſeeing; 
The Ox confin'd for Slaughter ne'er could moan 
More deep — Oh! make me all your own. 
ReciTaTive. 
Our lovely Millener, thus cloſely prefs'd, 
Turn'd all their am'rous Sallies to a Jeſt ; 
With bridled Chin, and Love-rejeQing Eyes, 
She anſwer' d thus their Glances, Oaths and Sighs; 
I know ye both, I know ye both, indeed, indeed I da 
| To ſhun ſuch Miſhaps, 
'I fly both your Traps, 
Your Sighs and Sobbing you vainly purſue, 
x Much, much I fear, | 
Then come not near: 
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, 
Indeed you may go z. 
Sue one-inclin'd 
To grant what you aſk, 
For Wedding's a Taſk: 
Too much for my Mind. 


SONG CCIX. | 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Bach, 


H! ſeek to know what Place detains. 
The Object of my Care, 
If ſtill his Breaſt unchang'd remains, 
I This Converſe ſhare. | 
Tell me if e'er he gently ſighs 

At Mention of my Name; 
If e'er, when tender Paſſions riſe, 
His Lips his Trutk proclaim, 
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SONG CCX. 
The Wards by Mr. Boyce. 


HE ſprightly Horn awakes the Morn, 
And bids the Hunter riſe; 
The op'ning Hound returns the Sound, 
And Echofills the Skies, 


See ruddy Health, more dear than Wealth, 


On yon blue Mountain's Brow ! 
The neighing Steed invokes our Speed, 
And Reynard trembles now. 


In ancient Days, as Story ſays, 
The Woods our Fathers ſought, 
The ruſtic Race adorn'd the Chace, 
And hunted as they fought. - 
Come let's away, make no Delay, 
Enjoy the Foreſt's Charms, 
Then o'er the Bowl expand the Soul, 
And reſt in Chloe's Arms. 


SONG CCXL 


Nancy Watt. The Words by Mr. Gifard;. 


Set by Mr. Bates, 


At doating Strepbon's Call, | 

And bleſs him with your ſweeteſt Taſte, 

To fing of Nancy Wall. 

Tho! in the faultleſs Form you'll find 
The nameleſs Graces all : 

Yet greater Beauties deck the Mind 

Of lovely Nancy Wall, © 


ASTE, heav'nly Nine ! ye Muſes, haſte 1 


2 
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How elegantly does ſhe move 


Along this myſtic Ball! 

And all is Grace, and all is Love, 
In blooming Nancy Wall. 

Sublimely ſweet, whene'er ſhe fings,. 
The melting Accents fall, 

And lif'ning Capidi clap their Wings, 
Applauding Nancy Wall. 

A Soul ſa bright, a Form fo fair, 

For Adoration call; 

And Reaſon bids us worſhip there, 
And points to Nancy Walk. 

Whilſt thus divine, my Fears how great! 
My Hope how very ſmall ! | 

E he alone is bleſt by Fate, 

Who merits Nancy Wall. 


Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Bach- 


rr you a Female Heart inſpire 
With tender Paſſion, warm Deſire ?. 
Employ, employ each ſoothing Art. 


Tue God of Love all Force diſdains ; 


He only leads in pleaſing Chains 
The kind conſenting Heart. 


SONG CCXIL. 


Tux RECANTATION. 


Set by Mr, Bates. 
TY) Y Love too long depriv'd of Reſt, 
Fell Tyrant of the human Breaſt, _ 


His Vaſſal long, and worn with Pain, 


Indignant late I /purn'd the Chain! 


19 J | 


In Verſe, in Proſe, Iſung and ſwore 
No Charms ſhould e'er enſlave me more; 
Nor Neck, nor Hair, nor Lip, nor Eye, 


Again ſhould force one tender Sigh. þ 


Then Freedom's Praiſe inſpir'd my Tongue, 
With Freedom's Praiſe the Valies rung, 

And every Night, and every Day, 

My Heart thus pour'd th' enraptur'd Lay: 

« My Cares are gone, my Sorrows ceaſe, 

My Breaſt regains its wonted Peace, 

And Joy and Hope returning prove, 
That Reaſon 1s too ſtrong for Love.” 
Such was my Boaſt; but, ah! how vain! 
How ſhort was Reaſon's vaunted Reign 
The firm Reſolve I form'd a while, 

How weak, oppos'd to Clara's Smile ! - 
Chang'd is the Strain ; the Vallies round 
With Freedom's Praiſe no more reſound ; 
But every Night and every Day, 

My full Heart pours the alter'd Lay. 


SONG CCXIV. 


Tre PErRPLEX'D VIRGIN, 
The Werd:s by Mr. Boyce. 


OUNG Colin to our Cottage came, 
And vow'd how much he lov'd ; 
1 own I felt a ſecret Flame, 
Yet not his Suit approv'd. 
A thouſand tender Tales he told, 
I ſeem'd to think untrue, 
And made believe my Heart was cold; 
What cou'd a Virgin do ? 
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The artleſs Mind is ſoon impreſs'd 
With Thoughts, before unknown ; 
When Cupid wounds the Female Breaſt, 
e's ſure to keep his Throne. 
In Vain our Fortitude we try, 
When Love's reſolv'd to fue; 
Tis hard, thro Pity, to deny; 
What can a Virgin do ? 


The Maxim, Marry while you're young,” 
I think ſhall be my Guide ; 
'Tho? Colin's ſeems a flatt'ring Tongue, 
Yet Virtue is-my Pride. 
Shou'd Colin, when he wooes again, 
Have Hymen's Bands in View; 
I then ſtrallꝰ with the ſprightly Swain 
Know what I've got to do. 


8 ONG CCXV. 
Tus Wonperrvr Oro Man, 
Cet by Mr. Brewſter. 
HERE was an Old Man, and tho! it's not 


i common, 
_ Yet, if he {id true, he was born of a Woman; 
| | And tho? its incredible, yet I've been told 
He was once a mere Infant, but Age made him old! 


Whene'er he was hungry, he'd long for ſome Meat, 
And, if he could get it, *twas ſaid he would eat; 
When thirſty he'd drink, if you gave him a Pot, 
And his Liquor, moſt commonly, ran down his 
Throat, | | 


He 


108 
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He ſeldom or ever could ſee without Light, 


And yet, I've been told, he could hear in the Nights | 
id, 


He has oft been awake in the Day- Time, tis 
Aud has fallen aſleep as he lay in his Bed. 


"Tis reported his Tongue always mov'd when he 
And he kr both his Arms and his Legs when he 
And his Gait was ſo odd, had you ſeen him you'd 
For . or Yother would always be firſt. 


His Face was the oddeſt that ever was ſeen, 

For if *twas not waſh'd, it was ſeldom quite clean 

He ſhew'd moſt his Teeth when he happen'd to grin, 

And his Mouth ſtood acroſs *twixt his Noſe and 
his Chin, 

Among other ſtrange Things that befell this good 
Yeoman, 

He was married, poor Soul, and his Wife was a 
Woman ; a 

And unleſs by that Liar, Miſs Fame, we're beguil'd, 

We may roundly affirm he was never with Child, 


At laſt he fell fick, as old Chronicles tell, 

And then, as Folks ſay, he was not very well ; 
But What was more ſtrange, in ſo weak a Condition, 
As he could not give Fees, he could get no Phyſician, 
What Pity! he died ; yet 'tis ſaid that his Death 
Was occaſion'd at laſt by a Stoppage of Breath; 
But Peace to his Bones that in Aſhes now moulder ! 
Had he liv'd a Day longer, he'd been a Day older, 


SONG 
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SONG CCXVI. 
Dung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Bates, 


OVELY Phillis, when thou'rt kind, 

| Nought but Raptures fill my Mind; 
"Then I think thee ſo divine, 

Thou excel een mighty Wine: 

But when thou inſult'ſt and laughs at my Pain, 

J waſh thee away in ſparkling Champaigne ; 
So bravely — both the Boy and his Mother, 

And drive out one God by the Pow r of another, 


Eyes relenting when I ſee, 

Friends I freely quit for thee; ; 

Love perſuades and charms me then, 

Freedom I'd not wiſh to gain; 

But when thou art cruel and heeds not my Care, 
Then ſtraight with a Bumper I baniſh Deſpair ; 
So bravely contemn both the Boy and his Mother, 
And drive out one God by the Pow'r of another. 


SONG CCXVIL 


Set by Mr. Bates. 


x. Or Day with my Friends, all Jollity rife, 
icy 15 0 me to prove the true Medium of 


Thus cloſely? put to't, I'determin'd to tr 
When I thought that I hit it, between ydũ and I; 
Tas Punch L averr'd, and I think you will own, 
Not far frem the Mark I ſo much had not flown: 
Good Punch is the Liquor, as ſure as a Gun; 


A Bowl of that ſame and the Medium are 5 \ 
E 


Fe Sweet; 


IMI TOT nenen cn 
With me then you'll join, That, as ſure as a'Gun, 
A Bowl of good Punch and the Medium are one. 
Let us, my. good Friends, be all jolly and gay, 
The Roots, without wat'ring, will ever decay; 
So Life without Liquor muſt come to Rebuff, 
Then drink while. you may, and make ſure of 
te) | of WO Ig TOR 

*Twill keep our frail State ina Temper that's meet, 
Contented with taking the Sour with the Sweet; 
Hang Party and . Faction, Spleen, Sorrow and 
| Strife, e e 
: ABrimmer fill up to the Medium of Life. 
; | 
"= SONG CCXVIIL 

Ser by Mr. Brew ter. 


A tother Day young Damon came, 
Where Chloe ſat demure ; 
of WW He ſigh'd and gaz'd to own his Flame, 

For Love had ſtuck him ſure. - 

His aukward Mien amaz'd the Fair, 
1 Which he no Doubt ſeem'd ſhy at: 
, And when he prais'd her Shape and Air, 
: She anſwer'd, Swain, be quiet. 


K My 


—— 
— 


— —ũ 
* — 


b 
\! 
" 
g 
bY 
IN 


My Dear, 8 fry * 55 „ 
Nor doen dune \ e 
Let Loy FEE > ming thy. Mind OR 


can. ne'er introde.... 
then efſay'd to 15 
row ni e Cry. t; 
2 TY he going, te. or the IM 
Tas, Re a litt 4 gujet. 
et | — aber al Rade 
ol p'd her Hand; 
The ywpb way forc'd to, own the Flame, 
Je ee Band: d Pair! 
* chang'd each Wedded Pair! 
Ag 2 of Wos the they try fy 


Dames has not one to ſpare, 
. , den ans . 


S8 O NG Cx IX. 
Sung ly Mrs. Weighted, in The, Wedding Ring. 
1 Will have my Humpur, III pleaſe all my Senſes, 


I'll neither be ſlinted in Love, nor Expences; 
T'll dreſs with Profuſion, Il game without Mea- 
ſure, 
You hall have the andes and PI bave the 
Pleaſure, | 


By every Incentive P11 roꝝſe Toclina 
More changing. capticious, 295 vain, than the 


Faſhion ; 


In ſhort, P11 take Care by the Bey of! my 172 


To ſhew yu the Sweets and dhe Comforts of 
tiage. 


SONG 


- 


L. 195 KF 


SN &. | 
Chon es in the men Dramatic . | 
ELFRIDA. 
S. Dr on of j: | L 
AIL to thy living Li 014 p 


Ambroſal Morn'! a 211 thy rbfayth R 5 
That bids gay Nature all her e | 


In varied Beauty bright. 
Away, ye Goblins all! 
Wont the Traveller to daunt, | 
Whoſe * ant Feet have trac'd proc 
_ ſome lonely Wall ! 
Away; ye Elves 2 
Shrink at the Ambroffal M . living _ 
SONG CCXM: 1 2943 
Sung by Mr. Dubellamy, in the Entertainment of 
$i Morrsk eee | 
o heal the Smart a Bee had made 
Upon my Clos Face, 


. — 7 


Honey upon ber Chee ſhe-laids ” 


And bid me kiſs the Place. 


Pleav'd, I obey'd,- and frem the Wound 
Imbib'd both Sweet and Smart:; 
The Honey on my Lips I found, 
The Sting within. erer | 


K 2 SWG NG 


0 ; T 195 10 
Ss oN OG cexxn. 
\ ZCrorvs, in Tür Marp os THE Mitt. / 


REE from Sorrow, free from Strife, 4 
O how bleſt the Miller” s Life ! | 


| * Chearful working thro? the Day,, 
Still. he 9 58 and fings away. . 
 *Noughtcan vex bim, 1 70 13 


| Nought | perplex him, 
'While there 5 Griſt to make bim gay. 
ere 5 
Let the Great enjoy the s A ms M66 | 
By indulgent Fortune ſent. , ( 
What can Wealth, can Grandeur,offer - 8 
More than Plenty and Content? 


| Ouonvs. 


* ene cα.. 
Sung in CW. 


ET a while, ſweer Sleep, deceive me, Z 7 
Fold me in hy downy Arms, ne 
Let not Care awake to grieve mee, 
Lull it wich chy potent Charm. 


I, a Turtle, doom'd to ray, 
Quitting young the Parent's Neſt, 
Find each Bird a Bird of Prey; 4 
Sorrow knows not where to reſt. 


DLO tm 


= 4 SONG 


5 
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8 


ng mamg 20 $ ON 8 ecRxV. — _ ( 1 


1297 1 
SONG .COXNTY. 
Sung by Mrs: 1 CYTMox. 


HEN T v was y "the? now 4 old « | 

| ' The Men Bcd: k nd and true; +: I 0 

But now they're grown ſo falſe and bold;” 

What can a Woman dv? © 

1 what can a Woman do? n 11 
FRO Men are truly, ne 2 WA. 

80 unruly, 5: R elo bf! . 1518 %8 

1 cremble ut — ent a of 


! 


No Hearts were . to rye, 2 
Our Pulſes beat nor faſt, nor low, 
But all was Faith Aid Love; 


Nom what can a Woman do? 
For Men are truly: ' 4 
„ Somnruly,; = | at D611 bf 

I neee To +1: 5 FA HN 


ee d bent i Ct mange'! ee 
410 221 A ©3 ad <q 

Ap Flows, like-our Hom, are united. 

5804/9066 0: . 07 24909 of | 

Aid dre bound up ſo fal that they can't bk un- 
1 done: ILY EA OA 0 2 

well are they blen auteous to Sight, 
There ſprings from Warden e Delight. 
No Pb or Weed here ouf Path to warn, 


But the Sweet wWithöut Briar,” ie Rule _— | 
Thorn. + 


FI "II > 


V 15 a % A 8 N 


= , 


L "48/7 
IGN "COXXVI. 
| nor ae in Cr MON. 6 3 ue 


O Le rn ho; never knew Sir! 


Content ſhew. er ture 


0 This Low 454 1 750 we, I oy 17 a Air! 
Hess ſure ſent from Heavy n to lighten my Core! 
Each Shepherdeſs Den Sgotn and Diſdain; 
Each Shepherd purſues me, but allis in vain : 
No more will I foraw, no longer defpair, 


He's ſure ſent from Heav'n. 0 lighten my F 
SONG POXXVIE.” £27 


ein" 


S. by A. Kings dn CRU 
I ſhe whiſpers the Judge, be he ever ite 
Tho? great and impomant his Truſt is; 
His Hand f unſteady, a Pair af black _ 
Will kick up the Balance of J oſtige. 
If his . dgment grow 
Pains rp; frong, pls, Judgment x 


For Love "through bis Veins will be creeping ; 
» Aud * N when near 0 3, iges . 


© Though 1 he ought to be blindwill be e 


- ng A 
* / 99 2930 A Naw end. 


Dr Mortal when Fare e 
nn hreathe the egol Ew!oing of 


. Who ſeek for yore Chjldepn a Huſband or Wife, 


a Y vw &. tas —_— — ca WM «ma  -miecMDe 


Let 


C199: ] | | 
Bet Reaſon, not Riches, preyail.o's er you Mind 3 
To mutual Affection be never Ti mid 
Remember the Tao when, yourſelves, too, w 


1 G 2413 1151 5 
When nought: bat of Copid i in. Raptures on dun og 
Grey Hatrs may have: 8 you, indeed, to bs- 
Wiie; 22090 m5 2x6 
What can*t-be enj 11 you no longer can priae. 
Youth,” Beauty, and Love, now a pear to be vainz 
Like you when ene they 2 
ame. 41083140 2 
Remember the Time whey yon bthe wii — 
Love vanquiſh'd chat Reaſon, . which wiſe. den 


taught N 

ag 8. 0 N. G. cer. 
UL A New SONG. — ith £ co 
ws, ka Daphiic: titn Ji Hit. © 


"HEY that would Contentmend find, 4 = 
Muſt paſſeſs r png n ehe 


Be * Fortune what it may 478": viva ira 

Tis their Iat'reſt to obey. ; 'Þy ee) #1 Te 40 

'Tis a Folly to deſpair, * 210 b* vo! 1279 

Tho? opprelt with, G ief and;Care 5. r- 446 aT) 1 MH 

What our Fate one Day 5 10 N 

Oftentimes the next ſu iS, FE 23 

Mortals ne'er ee IA 8 

A: Life ſecure At nd Fanz F * 045 mar ; 

'Tis not proper her beo 004 60v 8 f 2 

That Heav'n ſhould ſuch ney baby; „dz 0 
1 


* 
4 * # 
' 


L 20 1 
Lifewith nu unc Calms abouads; 1 + 
Which by Türhs enech take their Rounds 98 
Vea me Gao! rüde Tempeſts riſe,” . 
Smit to „well them t'other flies. 
Sides (i SEES new blown Wer enn 


Of d harte pal ter” 8 think no mate a a e141 = * | 


But embrace the happy Hour... 
WIe H,, e it in ounPow'ts: 14 oo fe, 
Mocrhis like the ring Sun. 2620 hex 


When ts\Qourſe 15 once, begun, > N98 19A 
Swift he wings his joyful Flight, than} 
rr N ads dn 4 
3:19? 2 2 e 
=. | KONG NN nd n 

Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 

Eg by Mp: Hook, © 

"lady my Sighs, my Tears, my {71 
| Ars. the Heart 8805 ve W nr 
N my Vows to you fineere, © 
Or, Peggy, Lm undone. LIGOW uit {LEP IA 
You ſay I'm fajſe; and ape-to-chabge - 7 Bel 
At ev'ry Face'that'snew 2! ?7ꝛʒ˖ : 


Of all the Girls I ever ſad ss. 
Ineꝰer lov id one but ou. oy 4 ole iT: 


My Heart was once a Lump e Ile %%% 
Till warm'd by your bright Eye, 261 710 Jud Vf 
And then it kindled in a Trice,” © ana 
A Flame that neer can die. 
Then take and try me, you ſhall find .. 8 2 
That I've a Heart that's s true; e — 
Of all the Ken ever ſaw,.. blac 4 res D 5 


5 e er loy d one but vou. 
8 ONO 


P ? LE. „ 


01 11 
eq 1 80 geen. . 911 7 9914 


NEV gi en“ wont Han 51457 wit is vv 2 


11 J c 8 — Jenn ics, 04 33 Y 
Fit E AS 13 DAR "7 Set by Dr. Arne. 11 v9 119 . ys 


+46 2375 


HOU foft.flowing Avon, by thy 721 1 ra ; 
Of Things more than ee thy d . | 
ſpare would:Dream ; 
The Fairies by Moonlight dance zound kis green - 


12 Body * 
For hallow'd the Turf is, which pillow'd: his Head. | 


The love ſtricken Maiden, the ſighing young Swain, 
Here rove without Danger; and ſigh without Pain; 
"The ſweet Bud of Beauty, no Blight here ſhall pt 
For hallow'd the Turf is, which pillow'd has Head. 1 
Here Youth ſhall be 1 _ Gong Love and rea | 

Truth, 5 
Here ſmiling Old Age fe feels a Spirit of Youth ; : 


For the Raptures of here Poets ſhall tread- 
For hallow'd the Turf is, "7s, which pillow'dhis Head. 


Flow on ſilver Avon, in Song ever flow; 

Be the Swans on thy Boſom ſtill whiter than Snow; 
Ever full be thy Stream, like his Fame may it ſp read, 
And the Turfever hallow'd, that e his Head. | 


s ON . 
Set by Mr. Baildon. * 91 BEA 

Sung by Mrs. Scott, in Tu Consci0us Lovexs: 
F Love's a ſweet Paſſion, how can it torment ? _ 


If bitter, Oh tel! me whence comes my Con- 


tent ! 5 
4 5 * 8 1 5 , 7 * 


4 


"7 


= tf 252 1 
heuld I com Plain, 


d ines 1 later feen 
Or grieve at my Fate, fince Nr tis in . 


Vet ſo p Nin is, ſe ſoſt is the Dart, 
That at once it both wounds we and tickles my 


Heart. 
her Hand tly, look iing Gown 
- 12 1 make my king Toy, 
? 47 Heel ah! e 2 bleſt when ſo Kind the does prore, 
"By fome ke to -diſeover her Love; 


to hide, ſhe reveals all ber Flame, 
Ei exth o * netthee dare 


1 in * 


1 os Sort re UM 
her Arms! 
to love; 

above: 


muſt 


| 0 0 —.— "kind 
| How deli 125 W abes! how 
Sure there's nothing {© eaſy as learning 
is d 15 00 Fan and by all Thi 
And te Beauty” s | bright Standar all! 


Meld. 
'ti fai 
* hi pl eure air 


"$086 Coxxamt.. 2a 
Bug by Me Veron in Daruxs AND Auen ros, 


T oh I think 1 my 'Breaſt, 


o© 
85 


How GED is RE of ar 
Andi in Pity eaſe' 2 Pain, 

ey 25 , ors, 
e RE | 


Vue s ON 


| rai 5 
„. 0 og. r 


Nui big 
124 * 


dune u Miba. amm: 5, 1011 


T1 oy rar 1 94330 Aue 
NINCE you mean to hire for Service, . 
Come with &-yot-jolly Dog; © 
You can help to bring, Home Harveſt, 
'Tend the Sheep, and feed the . | 
Farra diddle dal, <Farra diddle on! 82'TT F 
Tol ti da tol di ti di tol dol doll > af 11 


With three Crowns your ſtandin Wages; 

You ſhall Aatnty de fed, a | FR 
Bacon, Beans, Sat Beef and vr em we 
Batter Milk, and Oaten: Breads +») |: 
Farra diddle, . i 


Come ſtrike Hands, you'll: liven Cloner, 1 
When we get you onte at Home; 17711 
And when daily Labour's over, | 
We'll all dance to your Strum; Sun. 11 
Farra diddle, S. 4 
AroLLo. 
Done—Striks NMaads, I take 82) oer, 
Farther on I may fare worſe; 
Zooks ! I can no Toiiger ſuffer © 
Hungry Guts, and empty Parſe... . 
Farra diddle dol, 


*$ONG CONXIV. 
Sung by Mr. Shuter, in Midas 5. 


What Pleaſutes will abound,. 
When my Wife is * Ne Ground; 
Let Earth cover her we'lt dance _ ber; 

„Nen my Wite 3 is * = Gro f E 


2 


— 


„ J 
Ol how bappy-ſhoyld I be l 
Would bene Ma pig with Ko : 
How Id mumble-her—tooze; and tumble her; 
, Would little N pig with me. 


8 O. N G CK. IC 
Wt " Sung in Mins; © 4, ores 


E'S as eben Jad to ſee la... 
As e ler itept in Leather Shos 3 30 
And what? 8 better, he loves me __— ds 
And to him II! prove True-Bloe. 5 


Tho' my Siſter caſts an Hawk's Bye 5 
I defy what ſhe can do: . ae IE 
| He o = k'd the little Doxy hb 87 
| Pm the Gul he means to oo. bab t 
Hither I ſtole out to meet him ð 
He'll no doubt my Steps — ab agd: 
If the Vouth prove true, I'II fit _ 
bY he” 5 falſe 171 fit . too. 


: Fa wage — 8 5 4 
AIL no mor ftye learned Aſſes, 
' Gainſt the Joys the Bowl ſupplies ; 
dound its Depth, and fill 1 

Wiſdom at the Bottom lies: 3 
Fill em higher Kill, and higher, 

Shallow Draughts perplex the e, "> 
Sipping quenches all our Fire, 
Bumpers n it op _ , 

1 Aire 1. 


0 : 8 4 g | Dray 


- 


. 


L205 
Draw the Scene far, Wi and Phan. all ai 
Enter Jollity 11 0 * MW „on 20:09 
We for Thinkin en iure. dn © al 
Manly Mirth, r our Employ, :.. ova lab. wet 4 
Zince in Life there's nothing certains | 
We'll the preſent Hour en 
And when Death ſhall drop tbecu Curtain, 
With Applanktwe'llrquir the Stage. * 


8 O NG ccxxxvm. 
Sung by , Ciitley, - in Tus Gorven W 


HEN Bick'rings bot, 1 ist I 
* W To ie Words ge, 1 erdrvoU 
Break out at Gamiorum'z 1 1 4 
The Flame to cool, 19/508 
1:—Path about the Joram. e 
With Fiſt on ug. n ve! 129 
Coifs who can Jug ? | 310 
Or ſhew me that gli Speaker, 
* ber red Rag 


ibe can wa 


With er Mouth full of wie 1 
80 NG COXXATX, MP 
lot Corus, Set by Dr. Arne. | 


Y dimpled Brook and Fountain brim, © | ” 

The Wood-Nymphs, deck'd with Dade, a, 
Their merry (merry) Wakes and Paſtimes Gn Py 5, 
What has Time 10 0 * Sleep? 1 


. "> L 


01 Night 


. 4 
Q Night has betkst ivetes-tb pre pens + | 
Venus now wakes and 17 ves: 125 
; Come, let us out Rites begin, DOA, 44 89 


| 

'Tis-oalyDay | de cher walten su- ne | 

| $013 *. | 

| 4 | | * * 0545 | 
eee 45100 k 

Sung dy Mrs Vernon, ar; Vauxhall. | 

| 


mou come, my Companions, be jooand and 


t ev Ty. Care, du Splees A away: 
oubts for To- Morrow our Blid ſhall controul, 
** ev'ry dull Thoughe ſhall be deowu'd i in the 


ö 

WI. $002 01 rei vn 7 

Nor Wealth, nor Ambition, | held rute, of the | 
Great,. f 


Opr Jo Jo Joy ſhall depreſs, or imdittey our State; 
oF: ng for To-oight. Was reigns higheſt in | 

irt 

And he that ande moſt is pod def mot Worth. 


The Miſer fits plodding ſrom Morniag till Night, 
And places in Gold all his Hopes 4 Delight, 
Our Pleaſures are ter and nobler's our Crime, . 
He plunders'poor Mortals, But we cheat Old Time. 


The Foot who fits gating all Night at the Skies, 
And fancies himſelf to be wonderous wiſe, 
Was he here would confeſs his Purſuits, bod been 


| — yn Sn ine Us ſpring Chan- i , 
| pagnes. | 
git | - _ 


N 


Strife, 


Makes Solitade — Auen of Li fe, 


He'd quit his du Ce and would join in our Song, 


Would tlie. learned Phyfician ſo form 

(Who Twenty deſtroys for each gus he can 1, 
But alter his Plan, and gaod Liquor preſcribe, 
No Man but would doat on the Phyſiaaf abe. 


When youre low, take the DoQer which Frecom- 


mend, 


Who'll not ere A Talk, bor wil prove dor 


pet Friend ; 
He's 7 wel known, and one of g reat ume, 
5 Name! i 1 


A rofy cheek*d Feflow, and Port is 
ly about, 


Let the Bowl. and the Boule go briſk 
For others are. ready when theſe aredrank out ; ; 
In Mirth and good Humour our Bumpery oY 


drink, 
since Thought briog but Plagues tis a 8 to 


or BG N cextr,”” - 
|  Lotaanias 
a Ser t by Dr. / gy 


AINLY non you ſtrive to cliatm me; 
All ye Sweets of blooming Ma 


How ſhould ever Sunſhine warm me, 
While Lotbaria keeps away. 
Go, ye War bling Birds, go leave me; 2 Þ d 
Shade ye ye Clouds the imillng Sky; Intl 2 
Sweeter Notes ber Voice. aan * 

Ko Suaſhing fils her Ee. 


d 


1 


sone 


The Hermit . e af is Farld's Cares * 


But could he once meet ſuch à frolickſome 1 b 


L q; aa | 


42 


: 


"[ 12087] 
Lo 25:2 eb 80 N 6 crix Aarrafd e 
| th Tas Jovss ox Hier 


Labin F ome! 28 


Py. f nat BORG 4 I 1305 
. 20 (11 4 Ser by Mr. Battihill. 1 


O Plafore andoanded-rfounds ver the 
* £45 Blaing; 20510! 25 7 
And brightens” the Smiles. — och Damſela and 
© Swans; dt d o Hoc, 249 7 
As cher follow the laſt Team of Harveſt along, 
And af all their Toils with a Dance and a Song; 
Poſſeſs d of the Plenty that bleſſes the, Year,- 
Bleak Winter's per they behold without Fear, 
And when.Tempeſts rattle and Hurricanes roar, 
Evjoy what they have, and ne'er languiſh for more. 
Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to. be wiſe, 
And aſe every Moment of Life as it flies 
Gay Youth is the Spring- tide, which all muſt”; im- 
prove, 
For Summer to ripen an Harveſt of Love: 
Our Hearts then a provident Care ſhould engage, 
To lay Friendſhip 1n Store for the Widter of Age, 
Whoſe Frowns ſhall diſarm ev'n Ch/oe's bright Eye, 
Damp the Flame in my Boe, and pall ev'ry Joy. 


. [ 
„ SOON 


Taz Harry Mazrino. | 
Set by Mr. Berg. Sung ot Ranelegh. 


8 Jamie y gang'd blithe his Way, v 9) 
Along the Banks of Taveed; 
A bonny Laſs, as ever was, © 
Came jripping 0'er the Mead : CBK 191-04 | 
9 * Nd 


mol L. 2098 ]: 

The hearty Swain, untaught to e. 
The buxom Nymph ſurvey'd: 

And full of Glee, as Lad could be, 


Beſpake the pretty Nl. AH I 7 


Dear Laſſy, tell, why by thine fel.” 97 5 
Thou. bal z wand Tel nn 9 4 = | 
My N ſhe cry d, are ſtraying e 148 
an ſt tell hey Laddy, Where? 1 
To Nan ae hie, he made Reply, 
Some muckle Sport to ſee; 
But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, 


Ie ſeek. the Ewes with 0 2 9 


Wo and dsa on 

She in ber Hand; nor made a Stand. 4 4 av4 

ut like the Youth's. Intent: Fiz dau 1 

O'er Hill and Dale, o'er Plain and Vale, | 

Right mertiy they w, , Bt: 

The Birds ſang ſweet the Pair to nec 20 Loaf 

And F — bloom d around 
And as they walk'd, of Love they talk'd, 

And Joys Ahich Lovers crown'd. 


And noty the Sun had roſe to Noon, 38 
(The Zenith of his Pow?r)  - © 
When to a Shade their St s they made, 
To paſs the mid-day Hour:-:- TAR 
The bonny: Lad rowid i bie Plaid, 910 401 
The Laſs-who ſcoru d to fro nn: nl 
She ſoon forgot 'the-Eaves-ſhe ſaug ht, 
And he to gang te Town. did 1903329 
WHA agfiw egi 4007 vary had yi 
0b att 4 33 $4495 poo bis: —— AC 
08202 4 nive i 12120 bak 


001 * SONG. 


- + *- 4; ha fk 
YL I Ts : Thc 


2041 4 


| 


| H e ]3 a 
80 N 6 Kern. 


DX 


4 fagparite two. Part Long · 
HEN Pbæbus the Tops of the Hills does 


ow . is the So of the ethoing Horn! 
hen the antlin Stag is rbüz'd with the Sound, 
Ereving his Ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the Gtound, 
And thinks he bay teft us behmd 450 the Plain: 
But fill we purſos kd wow Fo br View w of the 
„Fut glorious Game. I'S 
O ſee how again he rears a bis | 
And winged with Fear he redoubles. 
But, oh ! tis h wum thint he fie 
That his Eyes loſe the Huntlman, his Hate luſe the 
Cres ben ain, i409 le hng | 
For now his Strength: aide bi Wbesvihy flies, 
And he pants; tifl with well ſcented Hownds bai 
| | rounded de dies. * $000, eee NG 2 
+ "Fur ben ad 88623 Od. 6 b Ales L 
| _ $0: Gs L. 


Sang by Mi. Theo, in Tuduas PIER 


2 1 . * 
: ODBC Seb by. Dre 


HAT * May a7: dy of e 
For Singibg, for Dancihg, and Show ;, 

_ Then why — waſte ſuchen Tann 
In Agila and -prioglothilphdt> | nn 
Lese copy the Bird inthe MH,; | 
"By —— tune you Pipe when ?tis low : 
Fly round, and coquette it as ſhe does, 
And. never fit crying — Heigho! ag 
DV? 9 . Thavgh 


4 
ſy 


[re 


by, 


That, ere all y 


awe 


Vs... 
Though, debe the2Artivot a Leer, : 
It ſometime * , Elnow, 
out” Toying is over 
We cannot help*ety ing—Heigho. 0 


In Age ev'ryioueid.trwy Part tales: 7 
„ Sorrow tis ſo: ; 

weren you may el your Hat dang” 
ul Nr nn, you Hejgho , 


ynod 1900 $3 o su mn 


8 0 NG /OCXLVIL og boil) 
Taig in be Maſt of A irh vf by Dr, Ane 
We e th ery Art: 
To nn und win the ea! rt, 
— AK 5:13 Koen 10% 
In ſeeret 1— poſſeſt: | 4 


His Face an 
His Face and 


In moving Sounds — been an 


Soft as the 2 ot of hah * 
— — Ha 


That vibe ne '3 21 lle _ 
What Wonder tn ee 
Whem Nature fotmꝰd to pl Pei. 

Whom Love had wade incere 

O Whom Love, Fc: S(O EDUC & _—_ Fac 
At Mori Ye 8 tar pod” 
The fatal = ore 7 

e Nen T dee. wa 5 JA 

And fat ec en, b bi DL 


Tears 


L an T7 


S ge ever, ever 4 | N 


Tears. chat | 
hs.the 55 recal * 571 «1 


For ah !. 
No Cs. ae * ts 979 7 


No rie awake dne Dead 
| g G COXLVIE" v3 29d. 'n! 


ono vis ann 


Fer Miſh Cale, Lav in, A nal 
IS abt Weilth, It ö bet Birth2ss 4 


Can Value to the Soul convey: 
Minds poſſeſs|ſiperiot)Werhy © 


hance nor 355 155 s, away. 
de un tue Mert MW Ber 


wal N ww warm, by dra bright 
0 


Nad 


Flames he nobly glows, | 
r needs the Aid, of rborrow!/d — 
„ + {ohogc enim 120 ti 


by fas ON. Gd: COXLVIE,- T 


de eiii fre F 4. - 
"$4 b Nr 2 1 % 


Mee, with.me, and be my Loye, 
And we: will all the Rleaſures prove. 
That Hills and. allies, Dales, and F ields; 
And-all the craggy Mounts. ds 3:4 1 
There. e t. — of 160 WW 
nd ſes the. Shepherds. feed their Flocks, 


Near ſhall. vers, by whoſe Falls, 
N fivg adrigals... wee „ 


There will I make thee Beda g 2 
Thane why Lo and fra Tran Po . = 
A Cap of ien wk a6 irdle Shak 


Embreider'd all with e Myrile; $1 


ea89T 


A Gown 


hg — — 5% *% 4A ed 4 6 


mn | 


FO [U 23 J 
X'GoWn made of the fnet Wollt. 
Which from our pretty, Lambs we pull. 
If cheſe Delights thy Mind may move, 
Come, live with me, and be my Love, ' 104} 
Fur-lined Slipper for the CI. 
With Buckles of the pureſt Gold; © 
A. Belt of Straw with Ivy Buds; e * Ilie GN 
And Coral Claſps and Silver Studs: A _—_ 
The Shepherd Swains ſhall dance and fing, * 3%] 
For thy Delight each May Morning, 


If theſe De ighte thy Mind may move, 
Then live with me.nnd. bg my love. T U 7 


s ON. G. | 
leb 4 2414, Haadgt & Dre Arbe. „ HET IT 
E true honeſt Britons, who love your own Land, 
- Whoſe Sires were ſo brave,” ſo-viRorious and 
free, v4 =; T--7*: E 2101S (HS 130 4 
Who . France when they took her in 
Hand, AR ho ML? 71D | 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in Chorus with me; 
Come join; honeſt Brizoxs, in Chorus with me. 
Let 7 fing our own" Treafures, Old England's good 
eer, inn * 5 
The Profits and Pleafures of ſtout Brizi Beer: 
Your/Wine-tipling, Dram-fipping Fellows retreat, 
But your Beer drinking Britom can never be beat. 
Let,us,,&c, We 93 09907 ' 
The French with their Vineyards are meagre and 
pale, TY „ 446 £50 I Fruitz 
They drink of the Squeezing of half-ripen'd' 
But we, who have Hop- grounds to meMow our Ale, 
Are roſy and plump, and have Freedom to boot. 
Let us ſing, Sc, Shou'd 


© 


5 REA 
& * - 


n h_ 
Shou'd the n, dars ĩnvade. us thus ami 
our Po Ws 


We'll ban baue Ribs, make their- Lan- 
; horn Jay 
For your Be 
Sou 


SIT10g 13. | 
eating, Beer-dripking, Britons are 


Who will ſhed e. their cou, 
"Jer fag th... 


8. N Y cot. 
Sung in rar CUs ron or THE Manor. 


du Dr. Arne. & 

HEN the Roſe is in Bud, and blue Violets 
blos, A 
And the Birds ſing us from e nos 
When Cowſlips and Daiſies, and Baftodils dpren, 
Adoxning; perfumes the flowery Mead, 

Oar cleanly Milk-Pail 

Is 4/4 with brown'Aleg: 

- Our Table, our Table's the Grafs: 


Dhbere wa ſit and werſng,, 
*% And we dance in a Ring, 


| Wo Lad has Ris, Laſsy; 

There we fit and we dance in a Ring. 
And every Lad, every has his Lafs. 
When without the Plough the fat Oxen do low, 
Tha Lads and: the Laſtee a Sheep-ſhearing:go ; 
Oer Shepherd ſhears his jolly, jolly Fleece, 
el FOITIG ee was in 


Tis 


7 


ly 
l, 


2 


1 


Tis 


als 1 
Wiz our G 1 N ALS 


And our politic Blaod 


Pis a Mine above Jaun 


* 


159 01 


»Tis the Seay hich our: Fables an gt on 1 K 


Where our Treaſure's all TOY < 
"Tis the Gold;- and the Silver aof . 
Tis a Mine above Ground, where: our Treatre's 


all, found} 


s ON C + 


URE Sally is the. lovelieſt Laſs 


O That e'er gave Shepherd — 


ot May- day in its ee . 
Is half fo fair as 

et Poets paint the Pajbiai zo | | 
And fancy'd Forms, adore ; 


Ve Bards, had ye my Sal. ſetp, 


old think ot ofe no more. 


o more ye'd prate of Hybla's Hill, 
Where Bees their Honey ftp, © 

did ye but know the Sweets that dwell 
On Sally's Love-taught. Lipe e 
zut, ah! take heed, ye tuneful Swains, 
The ripe Temptation ſhun ; 

Jr elſe like me you'll wear her Chains, 
Like me aul be undone. 


Pnce in my Opt ſecure 1 ſlept 
And Lark-like hail'd "x, ( 
ore ſportive than the Kid 1 Ea 
L * ober the Lawn: 


'Tis the Gold, and the Silver of Britain, 


Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Dr. PRE 


e. 


| f 6 } | 
To ev'ry Maid Love: Tales I told, 200-47 Kr 
And did, wy Truth aer: 
Yet, ere the pattiyg Kiſs was cold, _ x 

: laugh a P. . I 490 N 
But now the gloomy Grove Iſeek i) 1 
Where loveslorn Shepherds ſtray; : 
There to the Winds my Grief I peak, 

And ſigk my Soul away «© 1 
Nought but Deſpair my Fancy paints, 

No Dawn of Hope! ſee z 


For Salz pleas d with my Complaints, 


And laughs at Love and me. 
Since theſe my poor neglected Lambs 
So late my ole Dre: | Nn 

Have loſt their tender fleecy Dams, 
And ftray'd I know, not where 

Alas, my Ewes, in vain ye bleat: 
My Lambkins loſt, adieu!  _ 

No more. we on the Plains ſhall meet, 
For loſt's your Shepherd too. * 


| eig bio | 
. SONG CCLIL © ? 
{COICK of the Town, fair Delia flew 
| To Contemplation's rural Seat; C 
Adieu, ſhe cry'd, vain World, adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be greae: 4 
The Book, the Lamp, the Hermit's Cell, 
The Moſs. grown Roof, the matted Floors n 
All theſe ſhe had — twas mighty well; 
F 


But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more. 


i 


227 1 


Back, to the buſy 9 2 ain 8 


She ſoon 


return Hopes to find 


Eaſe for imaginary Pain, 


Quiet of 


Gay Scenes of Grandeur ev'ry Hour, 


eart, and PL of Nin 


By Turns her fickle Fancy fill; 


1 3 
The World ſeem'd all within her Power: 


But yet ſhe wanted ſomething; till... 


Cities and Groves by Turns were tryd; a; 


'Twas all, ye Fair, an idle Tale; 


Delia at length became a Bride, K 
to Damon of the Vale: 
Behold, at once the Gloom was clear d: 


A Bride 


Damon was kind; - and from that 


Each Place 


a Paradiſe appear'd, 


And Delia wanted not ing more. | 


„ The Word; by Mr. Shenſtone. 
HEN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 
What Anguifh I felt at my Heart! 
* thought, but it might not be ſo, l 


he was ſorry to ſee me depart. 
She caſt ſuch a languiſhin V; 


My Path 


SONG ccLui. 
- Set by Dr. Arne. 


ew, 
I conld ſcarcely diſcern ; 


And fo ſweetly ſhe bade — adieu, 


I though 


t ſhe had bade me return. 


Methinks ſhe might like to retire 
To the Grove I had labour'd to rear; 


For whatey 
L haſted, 


er J heard her admire, 
and planted it there. 


rr 


"tt 


we Amt 
HOP Lak 


LW 


our 


1 5218 J 
Her Voice ſuch a Pleaſure conveys, . | 
So much I her Accents adore, ©*' 
Let ber ſpeak, and whatever ſhe fays, 
. I m ſure ſtill to love her the more, 


And now, ere I haſte to the Plain, a 
Come, Shepherds, and tell of her Ways; 
I could lay down my Life for the Swain 
Who would fing me a Song in her Praiſe. 
While he ſings may the Maids of the Town 
Come flocking, and liſten the while; 
Nor on him let Hebe once frown, 
Tho“ I cannot allow her to ſmile. 


To ſee, when my Charmer goes by, 
Some Hermit peep out of his Cell, 
How he thinks of his Youth with a Sigh, 

How fondly he wiſhes her well: 
On him ſhe may ſmile if ſhe pleaſe, 

It will warm the cool Boſom of Age; 

Vet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceaſe, 

Such Sofineſs will ruin the Sage. 


I've ſtole from no Flowerets that grow, _ . 
To deck the dear Charms I approve; 

For what can a. Bloſſom beſtow, 
So ſweet, ſo delightful as Love ? 

J fing in a ruſtical Way, Ca 
A Shepherd and one of the Throng ; 

Vet Hebe approves of my Lay: | 

o, Poets, and envy my Song, 


” ma 


Si 


3 


S O No 
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'$0N 6. cen. 
Sor by Dr. Arne. PO 


Alon! | 1 
AYS Dames to Phillis ſuppoſe my frog 1 
Reveal with What 27 I glow 3 ,. 
Reveal with what Ardour I'glow ; — 


Well, what if they FAR there” $ no bum fc 
cries'z 


I can but deny you, you know, you know 4 
I can but deny you, you know.  ; 


Suppoſe I ſhould aſk of thoſe Lips a ſweet Kiſs, : 

Say, would you the Favour beſtow © © 
Say, would you the Favour beſtow r? 

Lord bleſs me I faid"ſhe, what a Queſtions this l 
I can but deny you, you knbw, you know a 
I can but deny you, you Rn /. 


e, not contented, I ſtill aſk for more 71 


Su 
"I Pleaſure from Pleaſure will grow: 
or Pleaſure from Pleaſure will 1 


18 what you will, the reply'd as before, 


can but deny you,, you re you-know $ 
I can but deny you, you 


a 


Come wow, my dear Love, to the Woods let's re- 
pa c 


cd Dawes, and offer'd to go; 
Cry'd Damion, and offer'd to 

No, no, with a Bluſh, anſwer'd Phillis, for there 
I could not deny you, you know, you know 3 
1 could not deny you, you know. 


B A SONG 


law) 
SONG CLV. 
Love and e 


| Set by Dr. Arne, Sung at Ranelagh. 


ON Time my Heart e 
Inconſtant as the Winz 
Each Girl I ſaw, I ſwore 1 10% d. 
Till one my Heart confin d; 
Till one my Heart confin'd. 
The Maid was blythe, was young and fair, | 
From Affectation free: | 
The Maid. was blythe, was young! 1 * be 
From Affectation fre: 3s | 
No Imperfection did appear, 
le 22 look'd, kind on Ma 
No Impertettion did appear, 
| While ſhe look'd kind, on me. 10 
When her my Pain I told, 
Auck all my Grief confeſs'd,” , 
The Inſolence of female Pride To 
Her cold Diſdain expreſs'd ; 
Her cold, &c. 
The Beauty! elteem' d before, 
Appear'd Deformity; 
Ihe Beauty, Oc. 
Each Charm I thought a ; Charm 10 more, 
She was unkind to me; 


71 71 1 


Each Charm, Cc. 3 
Forbear, fond Youth, no more 

The Sex's Weakneſs ſcan ; k 
"Twas not Inconſtancy, or Pride, 


But Trial of the Man; 
But Trial of the Man: 


L 223, ] 

When Time had prow'd m 3 3 4iv vM 
She own'd the ſame to l UI 

\ hen Time, Sr.. NK 1 Gade . 

Not Love alone can win the Fair, 0 eM 


But Love and aer al n 
Not Love, &c. 12158 211955 | 


8 0 N 6 cci vi rn 

Deva 2+ i Paſtoral. 0 75 

Sung by Mr, Vernon, at Vauxhall. | | i MT 
Set by Dy. Arne. 


HE gentle Swan, with graceful _—_ 
Her gleſſy Flamage laves ; +. 
uud failing down the filyer ana. 
Divides the whiſp'ring Wares : ID | 
be filver Tide that wand'ring flows, a 
Sweet to the Bird muſt be ; 7 
7 ſo ſweet, blythe Cupid knows, 
Delia is to me. 


parent Bird, in plaintive Mood, 

On vonder Fruit-Tree ſung; 
id fill the pendent Neſt ſhe vie w'd, 
That held her feather'd Young : 

bo“ dear to her maternal-Heart, 

The genial. Brood muſt be: 1 8 
hey re not ſo dear, the thouſandth Parts 

As Delia 1s to me. N 


* *7 . 


> a7 4 


ie Roſes that Brow-farroind;: J 
Were native the Dales nn 
ce pluck di and in 2 Garland d bound, g waP 
before their nts "ye 25 


1 azz J 

My vital Blood would thus be frog, 
If luckleſs torn from ther Sm 9d: awo vic 
For what the Root 1s to the Roſe, em I n 
My Delia 1 18 tO me. . 71 i 982 23013 SO > 


Two Doves I found like ber- fall Shaw, NIN 
So white the beauteous Pair; . 

The Birds to Delia I'll beſtow,. . . . 
"They're like her Boſom fair 1 

May they, of qur — 1 
A happy Omen be: 

Then ſuch fond Bliſs as Turtles prove, 
Shall Delia ſhare with me. 


SONGS CCL VII. 1 


Jy 
Fa. 55 M i/ Catley,! AKT ARE x * Es. 1 Ex 
HE Soldier, tir'd.of War” 5 Afarms,” C Sh 


Forſwears the Clang of hoſtile Arms, _ 

And ſcorns the Spear and Shie a... Nun 
But if the brazen Trumpet ſou 7596 I 
He burns with Conqueſts t to be pI 5 
And dares again the Field. 1 


SON 6 ecLvur; 
Taz Dvusr Carr. A fauanrite Cantata 


Recrrariynt® 5 © 
8 „ s Tom thro? „Strbetg his Frade 


He ſaw his ; A Sylvia * 991 Hl 
In Duſt-Cart highadvancſd, h was plac' 
With the rich Cinders round het lovely. Waiſt: 
Tom with uplifted: Handith*:Otcaſiob bleſt, 
_ thus, in ſoothing: 2 the Maid aden 
It 


L 2231 
d's 4 Alx. | 7 
O Sylvia, while you drive your Cart, 
To pick up, Duſt, you, Real our Hearts; 
You take up Duſt, and ſteal our Hearts: 
That mine is gone, alas l is true; on 3 
And dwells among the Duſt with you; | 
And dwells among the Duſt with you: 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my. Pain; 
Give me my Heart, you ſtole, again; 
Give me my Heart, out of your Cart; 
Give me my Heart, you ſtole, again. 
ReciTaTive. 99180 
Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble Rout, 
Exulting roll'd her ſparkling Eyes about: 
She heav'd her ſwelling: Breaſt, as black as Sloe, 
And look' d Diſdain on little Folks below: 
To Tom ſhe nodded, as the Cart drew on, | 
And then, reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, Stop Jobm- 
| Alx. 7 | 


Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 

Be by a paltry Croud oppreſt ? 

Ambition now my Soul does fire; 

The Vouths ſhall languiſh and admire, 

And ev'ry Girl with anxious Heart 

Shall long to ride in my Duſt- Cart; 
And ev'ry Girl with anxious Heart 
Shall long to ride in my Duſt- Cart. 


— 


IVC! 
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=. 
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; 1 SONG CCLIX, . 


771 the Serenata of S010w0N. 42 


- ELL me, lovely Shepherd, where LY 
Thou'feed*ſt 7 Noon thy fleecy Care: 

Direct me to thy ſweet Retreat; - 
That guards thee from the Mid- Day Heat; 
Leſt by thy Flocks I lonely ſtra ,,, 
Without a Guide, and daſe my Way: 
Where reſt at Noon thy bleating Care, 
Gentle Shepherd, tell me where, pool 


s ON celx. 
« Tas larbln or Lovs AND Winz. 5 


The Word by Mr. Wotty. Ser by Mr. Bailden. 


C 

ITH Women and, Wine I defy ev'ry Care, T 
For Life without theſe is a Babble of * N 

| N 

da 

W 


For Life without theſe, &c. 
Each helping the other, in Pleaſure J roll, 
And a new Flow of Spirits enlivens my Sant; - 


Each helping the other, S. 0 

Let grave ſober Mortals my 'Maxims condemn, W; 

I never ſhall alter my Conduct for them; $az 

{ care not how much they my Meaſures decline, No 

Let *em have their own Humour, and I will have I Say 
mine. 


Wine prudently us'd will our Senſes improve, 
Dis the Spring-Tideof Life, and the Fuel of Love; 
And Venus ne'er look'd with a Smile fo divine, 


As'dvhen Mars bound his Head with a Branch from 
the Vine. 
Then 


11% J 
Tn come my eee _ rs hr half. 
ivine, = 


Firſt pledge me with kits en pladye mei 
inn ia. : 
Then giving and mt / $i mothal — dv ⁰ 
The 2 of L Mall eternally burn: 
But ſhould'ſt thou my Paſſion for . - 

My Bumper FI quit to be bleſt with thy Love 3 


For rather than forſeit the Joys of my Laſs, | 
My Bottle I'll e d emolih 5 laſs,” 145 


ON Cclxl. 


Tur Fatazer oF THE Fans: 
Sung at Ranelagh. Ser ly Mr. Joſeph, Bogen. + " 


Betſy / wilt thou gang with me, 
() Ne figh to leave the flannting Foul ? 


Can filent Glens have Charms for thee, -. 

The lowly Cot and guſſet Gown? 

Nae longer dreſt in ſilken Sheen, 

Nze longer deck'd wi“ Jewels rare 3 
Say, ean'ſt thou quit each courtly Scene, 12 
Where thou wert Faireft of the Fair? 


0 Betſy ! when thou' rt far awa, 

Wilt thou not caſt a Wiſh behind? 

day, canſt thou face the flaky Snaw, - 

Nor ſhrink beneath the northern Wind ? 
Say, can that ſaft and gentleſt Mein, 
devereſt Hardſhips learn to bear ? 

Nor ſad regret each courtly Scene, 

Where thou wery F "rd f oy "Mt 


9 Os? 


[7246+]] 
; Ob.“ canft thou rea tr04s >, eds RG 156g T 

'Thro” Perils keen wi' me to go ? 10 
Or when Miſfiap the $w Seen er foul rac, | F * 
To ſhare with him the Pan ety 
Or when invading Pains be Fol we hae wake 
Wilt thou aſſume the Narſe!s Care? 0 Co 34 - 4 
Nor wiſhful thoſe BY Seenes;recall; gn 
Where thou wert Fairgf of the: Fair! 


And when at laſt thy 15 ; Love falt gte, ge 100 wie 47.» 
Wilt thou receive his parting ee! & 91 "i 


Wilt thou repreſs each Sling Si 
And chear ich 8 iſeh Jha eYed'o of IM ? 
And wilt thqu oer his much lov'd Clay 
Strew Flowers, 2 2 the dender Tear? 
Nor then regret thoſe Scenes ſo gay, 
Where chou wert Faireſt of the ra 
8 N G. crx. 
By My. Pope.” ache, 


APPY the Man whoſe, Wiſh 44 TE 
A few paternal Acres bound, wy 

Content to breath his native Air ſi 

In his own Ground: | 18 2 


Whoſe Herds with Milk, whoſe Fields wich Bread, TI 
Whoſe Flocks ſupply him with Attire: Ar 
Whoſe Trees in Summer yield him Shade, | | 
| Lo Mien ite. IE Sor 


Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly fing? 
Hours, Days, and Years, Ride wt away,” 
In Health of Body, Peace of Mind, 
Quiet by 44 
W Sound 


—— — <A 2 
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Sound Sleep by Night, Study and Eaſe 
Together mix'd, ſweet Recreation, 

And Innocence, whieh moſt doth pleaſe, 
With Meditation. | 


Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown; 
Thus unlamented let me die, 
Steal from the World, and not a Stone 

Tell where I lie. 


44 SONG CCLXIII. | 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, in LETHE» 
7E Mortals, whom Fancies and Troubles per- 


plengris t54 to 6: 19959 SST: 
Whom Folly miſguides and Infirmities-vex 2 

Whoſe Lives hardly know whatit is to be bleſt ; 

Who riſe without Joy, and lie down without Reſt; 
Obey the glad Summons; to Lerbe repair, 
* deep of the Stream, and forget all your 

are; 419984 12 | . 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your 
Care. 3 : 3 
Old Maids ſhall forget what they wiſn'd for in vain, 
And young ones the Rovers they cannot regain 
„rde Rake ſhall forget how laſt Night he was cloy' d, 

And Chloe again be with Paſſion enjoy d; 

Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care; 
And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 


The Wife at one Draught may forget all her Wants, 
Or drench her fond Fool to forget her Gallants; 


d HO 2 L 6 The 


L 226 1 


The Troubled in Mind may go chearful away, 
And Yeſterday's Wreteh be quite happy To-day : 


Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, Py 

Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your 
Care 

Drink deep of the 8 and forget all your p; 
Ce. 


SONG CCLXIV. 
Sung by Miſi Catley, in the Joviat CREW. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


O Woman her Envy can ſmother, 
Tho? never ſo vain of her Charms; 
| —_ ty ſhe ſpies in another, 
he Pride of her Heart it alarms. 
New Conqueſts ſhe ſtill muſt be making, 
Or fancies her Power grows leſs ; 
Her poor little Heart is ſtill aching 95 
At Sight of another's Succeſs. 0 


But Nature deſign'd, in Love to Mankind, 
That different Beauties ſhou'd move, 
Still pleas'd to ordain, none ever ſhou'd reign, 
Sole Monarch in Empire of Love. Ph 
Then learn to be wiſe, new 'Triumphs deſpiſe, 
And leave to your Neighbours their Due ; 
If one cannot pleaſe you'll find by Degrees, But 
You'll not be contented with two; 
Nog no, you'll not be' contented with two. 


SONG 


229 J 1 
S ODNG CCLXV: ' 
PH1LANDER AND SYLvia:' A Paſtoral Dialogue. 
Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 
Phil. HILE Bloſſoms deck each —_ 


Spray, 5 
And Flora breathes the Sweets of May, A 
I'll leave my Flock to frolic free, 1 
And tune my Pipe alone for thee z i 2261 
And tune my Pipe alone for the. 


_ What if thy Flock ſhould leave the Plain, 
While Tray is ſleeping by my Swain ? 
Would'ſt thou not think the Minutes dear, 
And rail at me that _ thee enen 
And rail, Ee. 29 8 


Phil. Firſt ſhall the Lark forget his N 
The Linnet ſtop his liquid — ie aid vi 


So oft you e, ſome Shepherds ſay, _ 

And odly 1. when you r 3 7 | 

And only, Sc. IK; 

Deck but your Song with Truth alone, 

My Virgin Heart Bal be your own, © © 

Phil, The Turtle ſhall forſake his Love, * ' +7 

EreI to thee inconſtant 8 ; noo! 
EreI, &c. 

Jub. When Beauty opens all her Charms, 

And Honour flies to Beauty's —— ; 

Sweet Peace and Love take ** their Crown, 


And Virtue then aſcends her rone ; 
And Virtue then aſcends her Throne. 


SONG 


4% 
S ON. G) -CCLXVI. 
„Tux Query or Mar. 


Sen by Au. Howard. Ling ao Rendlagha,; 


K Nymph and Shepherd. bring 
Tributes to the Queen of May; 


Rifle from her Brows the Spring; * wk? 
Make her as the Seaſon 1 1 3 
Make hex as the Seaſon ga 

Teach her then, from ev 10 Flow ly 


How to. ofe.the. fleeting Hour: K 


Teach ber then, from fei e 7 


How to ale the fleeting | ur; odd Ii 54 19 d 


How to uſe the derung Hour om 38 lies bay 


Now the fair Narciſſus flows, 


With his Sweetneſs now deliphts:; 2 7 4715 
By his Side the maiden Roe 


With her artleſs esd, 
With her, Sc. 
Such, ſo fragrant and ſo g ay, PO 
Is the blooming ey G Mops. 
Such, ſo, fragrant, Sc, 


Soon the fair Narciſſus: =_— 7 
Soon he droops his languid Head; 
From the Roſe her Purple flies, 


» 
- 4 


None inviting to her N | 5 ny 


None, Se. TEN. 


Such, tho now ſo ſweet and gay, 
Soon ſhall be the Queen of . 1 ont 


Such, 0 now, S. I nod $0314; bod 


TS F3L 


nt nf & tt 4 


Sh 


me thou art a rural Queen, _ ..... Wan 1 
By the Suffrage df the 8 Swains, _ 5 — * * 
Beauty, Iike the vernal Gteen, Foce TT 4 0 
In thy Shrine not long remains; "ey . 
In thy Shrine not long-remains.z PIE 
Bleſs then, quickly bleſs the Youth, + _ 
Who deſerves thy Love and bio | 
Bleſs then, quickly. bleſs.ahe Nom. % 5. AK 
Who deſerves thy Lore and Truth?⸗ 4 41 
Who deſerves 7 In and Tru. ant 


8 fo N 6 Ccl&yn. y 
Damon AND FLORELLA, ' "Da 


San in THE SOR CERER 


He. AST, my Love, thine Eyes N 6 
Ca See the ſportive Gn Ih 5 
Natute aily deck the Ground, 
All in odour of the May: 0 
Like the Sparrow and the Dove, 
Liſten to the Voice of Love. 


Shes Damon, thou haſt found me na edi. gf 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing Tale, 4 
And. chy ſoft perſuative Tongue 

Often held me in the Dale: 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live,” 
All which Virtue ought, to give. 


He, Not the Verdute of the Gtoe, ob 
Not the Garden's faireſt Flow'r, 
Nor the Mende where Lovers.rove, -: ;/- . 
Tempted b 4 the vernal Hour, 
Crap Join ht thy Damon's Bye, 
bella is not by. 


Ft 32 j | 
Sie. Not the Water's gehtle Fall, 6.1 
By the Bank with Po lars crown d. ö 
Not the feather'd Songſters all, 
Nor the Flute's melodious Send 
Can delight Plorellas Ear, ER on I 
If her Damos is not near. 122 


Both.Let us love, and let us live, | 
Like the chearful Seaſon: gay 
Baniſh Care, and letus give. © / © + 
Tribute to the fra ur, May : 
Like the Sparrow As the Rows 2 
Liſten to the Voice of Love. 


5 Set by Dr. Arne. 
Met in our r Villages Swain t'other Da — 


. ©. 


He ſtopp'd me, and begg'd me a ſoment to 


ay - 
Then 3 'd, and, in Language 1 neꝰer heard be- 
ore 


He talk*d muck of Love, and ſome Pains that he bore: 


But what was his Meaning T know not, I vow ; 
Yet, alas ! my poor Heart felt, I cannot tell how. 


Each Morning the Jeſſamin, Vi'let and Roſe, .. 
He brings me, and ev'ry ſweet Flower that grows; 
The ſweeteſt, and gayeſt, he picks from the reſt, 


And begs me to wear theſe fine wan, 40 my 


Breaſt: 
But what is his Meaning, I know not, I vow ; 
Yet, alas! my poor Heart feels, Icannot tell how. 


At my Feet the young Shepherd for everl ſee, 
Proteſting he never loy'd any but me; 


He 


L 233: Þ | 
e gazes with Tranſport, and kiſſes me too, 
nd ſwears that he' II ever be conſtant and true: 
ut what is his Meaning, I know not, I vow - 
et, alas! my poor Heart feels, I cannot tell how. 
oft ſee the Tears ftreaming faſt from his Eyes, 
ind _ x poor Youth'! breathe a thouſand of 
ighs; $5; 
e tells 7 no Nymph in the World is like me, 
lor Shepherd alive ſo unhappy as he: 
But what is his Meaning, I know not, I voõ Ww: 
et, alas ! my poor Heart feels, I cannot tell how. 
hy does the dear Shepherd to me thus complain, 0 
ind ſay that my Eyes are the Cauſe of his Pain? 
ndeed, ever ſince, his ſad Fate I deplore,. 
and I wiſh, L knew how he might ſuffer no more. 
d. do all I can to relieve him, I vo W _: 
Tat my Heart might have Eaſe, the* 
ow. e , 


1 


4 i 


I cannot tell 
en eee Lo Feud nn te 
80 N'G *copxIx* 5 
Sung by My. Reinhold, # Coe. 
P Y the gaily«circling Glass - 
We can ſee how Minutes paſs ; gi Dat 
zy the hollow Caſk are told 
ow the waning Night grows old ; SIE IP 
ow the waning Po. gs 004 IC 
doon, too ſoon; the buſy Day T1851 
Drires us from our Sport and Play: 
hat have we with Day to do? 
dons of Care, twas made for you; 
dons of Care, *twas made for you. 


SONG 


er 
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1 . ee oel nn f "ITY 
* | the Side oe Pond,” at N Is ey F l 


0 Hill, 183 1 
A free hearted Fellow attends. om: his Mill: 


Freſh Health blooms her ſtrong: raſy Hue o'er his | 


Face, | ST. 
And Howelly gives e'en to Aukwardneſs Grace: 
Beflour'd with his Meal does he labour and fing, 
And regaling at Night is as bleſt as a King: 
After heurtily eating, be takes a full Swill 
Of Liquor home brew 'd, to Succeſs of the Mill. 


He makes no nice Scruples of Toll for his Trade, 

For that's art Exciſe to Nis Induſtry paid: © 

His Conſcience is free; and his Income is clear, 

And he values not them of Ten Thouſand a Year; 

He's à Ffechold fufficient to give him a Vote; 

At Elections he ſcorns to accept of a Groat; 

He — your proud Placemen; and, do what they 
will, „ K 


They ne er can ſeduce the ſtaunch Man of the Mill. 


On Sunday he talks with the Barber and Prieſt, 
And hopes that our Stateſmen do all ſor the beſt; 


That the Spaniards ſhall- ne er, interrupt our free 


4 fry W/ih ' 


\ lr | $9 
Nor good Briti/h Coin be in Subſidies paid: 
He fears the French Navy and, Commerce increaſe, 
And he wiſhes poor Germany ſtill may have Peace: 
Tho' O14 England, he knows, may have Strength, 
and have Skill, a 
To protect all her Manors, and. ſave his own Mill. 


1 LE With 
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Wich this hon pe he ame to his Work, 
Aud if Seer Hope he ta on 545 For k, A 
And dver the Meadows he ſcatters 155 Hag. 2 
Or with the ſtiff Plough rarns up Furrows of Cla 8 
His Harveſt is crown'd with good 2ngli& Gee, 
Thathis Country may ever be happy aud free: 
With his Hand and his Hart u King . does 

he 11, e et Drago 290 vi: 

May all loyal Souls act the Man of * Mil. 


s 0 NG CCLXKL 


mo: 1 Fe 


wo As, xou. LIKE A. * 


HEN Daiſies py'd, and Vi ts blue, 
And Cackow-buds of — Irry 

And Lady-ſmocks all ſilver white: 

Do paint the Meadows with Delight; 

The Cuckow then, on ev*ry Tres 
Mocks marry'd. Men; for thus ſings he: 
Cuckow ! Cuckow ! oh! Word o Fear, 
Unpleaſing to a mirry'd Ear; 
Ungleaſing v6 #"matry'd Ear. ha S 1% 


When Shepherds pipe on oaten Stra, 
And merry Larks are Ploughmen's. Tloc 33 
When Turtles trad. and Rooks. and Baus. I 
And Maidens bleach. their . 0 e 
The Cuckow:- t en, on er FRE 1 8 
The Cuckow,then,,on ey'ry Tree, 
Mocks marry'd Men; for thus fings he; 
Cuckow ! Cuckow ! oh! id Word 0 Fear, 

Unpleafing to a marry'd Bar; OO 
e to a marry'd EA. . 
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| 8 ON G- CX xl. 
Sung by Me. 'Dunftall, in. Love, IN; A TAY 
Plague of theſe Wenches | they make ſuch a 
A Pother, 
When once they: ava jet n 2 Mas have * Win; 
They're pm wh whivin 1 ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unkind in his r 
What thef E ſpeak;e'm he'er ſo fairly, 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on ; 
You 'canuot perſuade ?em, © 
Till Promiſe you've made em; 
And after they've got it, 
| Phey ' tell you =- ad rot 111 & 
Their CharaQer's blaſted, they're ruin'd, undobe. . 
And then, to be ſure; Sir, 
There is but one Cure, Sir: 
os all their Diſcourſe is of Marriage. 


ON G CeLxxtn. 


Harry Hou ns. 


Sung by Miſs Davies, at Marybone Gardens, 
APPY Hours, all Hours excelling, 
When retir'd from Crowds and Noiſe; * 
appy is that fllent Dwelling, 
FilPd with ſelf⸗poſſeſſing Joys: 
Happy's that contented Creature, 
Who with feweſt Things is lead, ; 
And conſults the Voice of Nature, . 
When of roving Fancy eas d. 
Ev'ry Paſſion wiſely moving, 
Joſt as Reaſon turns the Scale; 
v'ry State of Life improving, 
That no anxious Thoughts prevail: 


0 Happy 
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Ha py Man, who thus poſleſſes, 
Life with” fome kept 
: by impartediſtill increaſes, 
Griefs en told ſoon Karben. 4 


8 ON G. cx Iv. | 
* Aualna.. br . 
Ser by Mr. Howard. det ar Ranelagh, Cl 


Y the dew-be rinkled Roſe; 
By the Blackbird clear ; 

By the Weſtern Gale, — blows. 

Fragrance on the vernal Tas. 

Hear Amanda, hear thy Swain, 

Nor let me longer ſigh in vain ; 

Hear Amanda Fea ear thy Swain, 

Nor let me longer figh Ta vain, 


By the Cowſlip, clad in Gold; 
By the filver Lily's Light; 
By thoſe Meads, where you behold. 
Nature rob'd/in Green and White; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
And to his dy oh | gh in : 
Hear, e. 
By the Riv'let's rambling Race; 
By the Muſick that it makes; 
By bright Sol's inverted Face, 
"Who for the Stream his Sky forſakes ; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
And into Joy convert his Pain; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
And into Joy convert his Pain. 


* 
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; . A 12070 as df 728 IS 
NG Ct. 


Sung in Corus. 37's am! vol 
OW Plehn fhketh in the WR, 


Welcome Song, and welcome jeſt ; 
Midnight Shours un velfy © © 

Tipſy Danes and Jollity : 

Braid your Locks with 1 Twine, 
Dropping Odburst dropping Wine. 
Braid your Locks with roſy Twine, y 
Dropping Odvurs, Kd dee g Wine. 
Rigour now is nM, 
And Advice each Je ſro pToifs Head; en 
Strict Age, and Jour Severity, * 
With their grave Saws in Slumber lie; 
With their grave Saws in Slumber lie. 


$:0:N-G/.CCLXXVI:- << 
Sung by Mifs Catley, in Con us. 
HE wanton” God, who pierces Hearts, 
Dips in Gall his pointed Darts; 
But the Nymph diſdains to pine, cord 
Who bathes the Wound with roſy Wine 1 
Roſy Wine, rofy Wine, | 
Who bathes the Wound with roſy Wine!” 


Farewell-Lovery when they're cloy'd, 
If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd ; 
Sure the ſqueamiſh Fops are free 

To rid me of dull Company; 

Sure they're free, ſure they're free, 
To rid me of dull Company. 


They have Charms, whilſt mine can pleale; ; 
I love them much, but more my Eaſe ; 


4 


No 


— 


9 
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No jealous Fears my Love moleſt t. 
Nor faithleſs Vows ſhall break my Reſt; © 


Nor faithleſs V6ws ſhall teak my n 1 
Why ſhould they &er give me Pain, FI 8 | 
Who to give me Joy diſdain ? 1 1 


All I hope of mortal Man, | 5 f 
Is to love me while he can; 
While he can, while he can, 


Is to love me while he can. 
SONG CCLXXVIL. 
Tas YELLow-Harkt'D:LaDpit, 


Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 8 
N April when Primtoſes paint the ſweet Plain, 
And Summer approaching rejoiceth the Swain, 
The Telloau- hair d Laddie would oftentimes go, 
To Wilds and deep Glens, where the Hawthorn- 
Trees grow: Nur 
There under the Shade of an old ſacred Thorn, 
With Freedom he ſang his Loves Evening and Morn: 
He ſung with ſo ſoft and enchanting a Sound, 
That Sylvans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The Shepherd thus faid : Tho' young Meli be fair, 

Her Beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornful proud Air; 

But Su/y is handſome, and ſweetly can ſing, 

Her Breath, like the Breeze, gives Perfumes to-the 
Spring. 

There's Jenny in all the gay Bloom of her Youth, 


Like the Moon is inconſtant, and never ſpeaks 
Truth ; 


But S0 is faithful, good-humour'd and free, 
And fair as the Goddeſs that ſprung from the Sea. 


No My 


1 4 


we 
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My Lady's fine Daughter, with all her great Dove, 
Is aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour ; 

But S %, who knows neither Riches nor Scorn, 


Is mild as the Bluſhes that paint the new Morng 
Ah! Friends, how delighted; how bleſt ſhould [ be 
Wou'd my Sah but ſmile, and her Parents agree; 
What more cou'd I wiſh for? — My Ss tre 


Whole, | a | 
The Joy of my Eyes, and the Pride of my Soul, 


S ON G CCLXXVIIL.. 
Tas Frecauog z Snab z. 


Set by Dr. Arne, and Jung Mrs. Pinto, at Vaux- ; 
| all. 

OTHER Day, as I ſat in the Sycamore Shai I. 

1-4 :'Young Damon came whiſtling along; Y 
I trembled, I bluſh'd—a poor innocent Maid, A 
Aud my Heart caper'd up to my Tongue: I 
Silly Heart, I cry'd, fie! what a Flutter is here! 4 
Voung Damon deſigns you no ill; T] 
The Shepherd's ſo civil, you've nothing to fear, II. 
Then prithee, fond Urchin, lie ſtill. Lo 
Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my Fe: ax 
One Kiſs he demanded, no more; * 
But urg'd the ſoft Preſſure with Ardour ſo ſweet, ¶ On 

F could not begrudge him a Score: 

My Pve kiſs'd, and no Change ec 
found, * | 
Many Times as we play'd on the Hill; = 


But Damon's dear Lips made my Heart to rebout 
Nor would the fond Urchin lie ſtill. 


4 


Wie 
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"i When the Sun blazes fierce, to the Sycamore Shade, 
For Shelter, I'm ſure to repair ; 
Lad Virgios, in faith, I'm no longer afraid, 


[ be Altho' the dear Shepherd be there: 
At ev'ry fond Kiſs that with Freedom he takes, 
1 My Heart may rebound if it will; 


There's ſomething ſo ſweet in the Buſtle it makes, 


1'11 die ere I bid it he ſtill. 


SONG CCLXXIX. 
Set by Dr. Arne. The Words by Mr. Prior. 


S Chloe came into the Room t'other Day, 

I peeviſh began, Where ſo long could you 
ſtay ? N 

In your Life- time you never regarded your Hour; 
You promis'd at Two, but look, Child! *tis Four: 
A Lady's Watch needs neither Figures nor Wheels; 


'Tis enough that *tis loaded with Baubles and Seals: 


| WA Temper ſo heedleſs no Mortal can bear,— 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute Air ; 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute Air. 


Lord bleſs me, ſaid ſhe, let a Body but ſpeak ; 
Here's an ugly hard Roſe-bud fall'n into my Neck: 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a Degree; 
Look here! for you never believe me, pray ſee, 
On the left Side my Breaſt what a Mark it has 
made ! 

So ſaying, her Boſom ſhe careleſs difplay'd : 
That Scene of Delight I with Wonder ſurvey'd, 
And forgot ev'ry Word I defign'd to have ſaid. 


M SONG 
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S ON G CCLXXX. 
A fawourite Cantata. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


Alx. 
Y, Damon, wilt thou ſtrive in vain, 
My firm Reſolves to move; 


My Heart, alas ! may feel the Pain, 
But ſcorns the Guilt of Love. 
RRCITATIVE. 
Perfidious too, like all the Reſt, 
Is faithleſs Damon grown: 
Ah! can'f thou ſeek to wound the Breaſt; 
That pants for thee alone ? 
| Aix. 
No- ſer a Thought ſo meanly baſe, 
Ungrateful thou ſhalt find, 
The Heart that could admire thy Face, 
. Can hate thee for thy Mind, 


SONG CCLXXXI. 


Sang in Tus 'DouBLE DisaPPOINTMENT. 


W HEREVER I'm going, and all the Day 
172 long, 
Abroad or at = a or alone in a Throng, 
I find that my Paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, 
That your Name, when I'm filent, runs ftill in 
my Song. | 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Balinamone Ora, a Kiſs of your ſweet Lips for me. 


4 Since 


<< > 4 = 


| —_ 


=> — 


( 243 1 | 
Since the firſt Time I ſ4w* you I take nd Repoſe; 
| leep all the Day to forget half my Woes : 
So hot is the Flame in my Boſom which giows, 
By St. Patrick I fear it will burn thro* my Clothes. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black Hair for me. 
In my Conſcience; Ifear I ſhall-die in my Grave, 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 
And grant the Petition your Lover does crave, _ 
Who never was free till you made him your Slave, 
Sing Balinamone Ora,” Balinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black Eyes for me; 
On that happy Day, when I make you my Bride, 
With a ſwinging long Sword; how P11 ſtrut and 
I'll ſtride! | 
In a Coach and Six Horfes with Honey I'll ride, 
As before you I walk to the Church by your Side. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your little white Fiſt for me. 


SONG CCLXXXII. 
CHarMING BESSY: 

Set by Mr. Howard! Sung at Ranelagh. 
8818 T me, all ye tuneful Nine, 

Wich Numbers ſoft and witty; 
To Beſjz I inſcribe the Line, 

Then raiſe my humble Ditty. 

To Bejj I inſeribè the Line, 

Then raiſe my humble Ditty. or 
Catch, catch, ye Groves, the am'rous Song; 
And, as ye waft the Sound along, 

Attend, ye liſt'ning ſylvan Throng, 
To praiſe my charming Be; 
My lovely, charming 117 s 

2 


Let 


L 24 ] 
Let others ſing the cruel Fair, 
Who glories in undoing, 
And proudly bids the Wretch deſpair, 
Rejoicing in his Ruin; 
And proudly, c. 
Such haughty Tyrants I deteſt ; 
And let me ſcorn them, while I reſt 
Upon thy gentle-ſwelling Breaſt, 
My lovely, charming 3%: 
My lovely, &c. 


The Roſe I'Il pluck to deck her Head, 

The Vi let and the Panſy : 

The Cowſlip too ſhall quit the Mead, 

To aid my am'rous Fancy; 

The Cowſlip, Cc. 

Ve fragrant Siſters of the Spring. 
Who ſhed your Sweets on Zephyr's Wing, 
Around my Fair your Odours fling, 
Around my charming Bey; 

Around, Oc. 


When Ev'ning dapples o'er the Skies, 
The Sun no longer burning, 
Methinks I ſee 2 my Eyes 
Thy well-known Form returning. 
On Hill or Dale, by Wood or Stream, 
Thou art alone my conſtant Theme, | 
My waking Wiſh, my Morning Dream, 
Thou lovely, charming Be; 
Thou lovely, charming 855. 
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SONG CCLXXXIII. 
An Ovz to Echo. Set by Dr. Hayes. 


Alx. 
AUGHTER ſweet of Voice and Air, 
Gentle Echo, haſte thee here; 
From the Vale, where all around 
Rocks to Rocks return the Sound ; 
From the ſwelling Surge that roars 
*Gainſt the Tempeſt-beaten Shores ; 
From the filent moſs-grown Cell, 
Haunt of warbling Philomel; © 
Where, unſ:en of Man, you lie, 
Queen of Woodland Harmony. 
REciTaTive._ 
Liſten, Nymph divine, and learn 
Strains to make Narciſſas burn; 
Hark ! the heav*nly Song begins; 
Air be ſtill; breathe ſoft ye Winds; 
Peace, ye noiſy feather'd Choir, 
While Dione ſtrikes the Lyre. 
| Air. 
See, each Eye, each raviſh'd Ear, 
Fix'd to gaze, and charm'd to hear; 
All around Enchantment reigns, 
Such the Magick of her Strains; 
Strains which, if thou can'ſt but learn, 
Soon will make Narciſſus burn. 
| RECITATIVE, 
Echo, ſhould they fail to move 
His obdurate Heart to Love ; 
Borrow, for ſhe well can ſpare, 
Borrow her enchanting Air. 
M 3 AIR. 
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Learn her Eaſe and Elegance, 
Of Motion, in the airy Dance; 
Learn the Grace with which ſhe ſtrays 

Thro' the light fantaſtic Maze: 
Add a thouſand Charms untold, 

Should Narciſſus ſtill be cold; 
Charms, the leaſt of which would move | 
His obdurate Heart to Love. 


SONG CCLXXXIV. 
In L. Allęro il Penſeroſo. 


ET me wander.not unſeen, 

By Hedge-ro.] Elms on Hillocks green: 
There the Ploughman, near gt Aland, 
Walo Ter the furrow'd Land ; 

And the Milkmaid fingeth blythe, 
And the Mower whets his Scythe : 
And ev'ry Shepherd tells his Tale 
Under the Hawthorn in the Dale. 


Or let the merry Bells ring round, 
And the jocund Rebecks ſound, 

To many a Youth and many a Maid 
Pancing in the chequer'd. Shade. 


Set and written by Lord Middleſex, T 


HEN here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his Silver Stream, 
How briſk the, Nymphs, the Swains how gay! 
Content inſpir'd each rural Lay: | 


The 


The 
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The Birds in livelier Concert ſung, 
The Grapes in thicker Cluſters hung; 
All look'd as Joy could never fail 
Among the Sweets of Arno's Vale. 


But ſince the good Palemon dy'd. 

The chief of Shepherds and their Pride, 
Now Arno's Sons muſt all give Place 
To Northern Men, an Iron Race: 

The Taſte of Pleaſure now is o'er ; 

Thy Notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
The Muſes droop, the Goth prevail; 
Adieu the Sweets of Arno's Vale! 


SON G CCLXXXVI. 
Colin and ProEeBE., 
Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranclagh. 


HERE the feſſamine ſweetens the Bow'r, 
And Cowlltps adorn the gay Green, | 
The Roſes, refreſh'd by the Show'r, 
Contribute to brighten the Scene; 
The Roſes, refreſh'd by the Show'r, 
Contribute to brighten the Scene; 
In a Cottage, retired there live 
Young Colin and Phæbe the Fair; 
The Bleſſings each other receive. 
In mutual Enjoyments they ſhare ; 
The Bleſſings each other receive, 
In mutual Enjoyments they ſhare : 


And the Lads and the Laſſes that dwe!l on the Plain, 


ding in Praiſe of fair Phæbe, and Colin her Swain. 
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The Sweets of Contentment ſupply 
The Splendor and Grandeur of Pride ; 
No Wants can the Shepherd annoy, 
While bleſt with his beautiful Bride ; 
No Wants, Oc. 
He wiſhes no greater Delight | 
Than to tend on his Lambkins by Day, 
And return to his Phebe at Night, : 
His innocent Toll to repay ; 
And return, Se. 1 
And the Lads tell the Laſſes, in Hopes to prevail, 
They're as conſtant as Colin, who lives in the Dale. 


If delightful her Lover appears, 
The Fair-one partakes of his Bliſs: 


If dejected, ſhe ſoothes all his Cares, 
And heal all his Pains with a Kiſs! 
If dejected, c. 
She deſpiſes the artful Deceit, 
That is practis'd in City and Court; 
Thinks Happineſs no where complete, 
But where Shepherds and Nymphs do reſort; 
Thinks Happineſs, &c. 
And the Lads tell the Laſſes they die in Deſpair, 
Unleſs they're as kind as Phwbe the Fair, 


Ye Youths, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent Fair-one betray, 
No longer be faithleſs in Love, 
The Picgates of Honour obey; 
No longer be faithleſs in Love, 


The Dictates of Honour obey, 


Ye 


f . 
Ye Nymphs, who with Beauty are bleſt, 
With Virtue improve ev'ry Grace; 
The Charms of the Mind, when poſſeſt, 
Will dignify thoſe of the Face ; 
The Charms of the Mind, when poſſeſt, 
Will dignify thoſe of the Face: 
And, ye Lads and ye Laſſes, whom Hymen has 


join'd, 


Like Colin, be conſtant, like Phæbe, be kind. 


SONG CCLXXXVIL 
Set by Mr. Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall. 


N Pleaſure's ſmooth Wing how old Time 
ſteals away, 

And Love's fatal Flame leads the Shepherd aſtray ! 
My Days, O-ye Swains ! were a Round of Delight, 
From the Cool of the Morn to the Stillneſs of 
Night : 3 
No Care Rand a Place in my Cottage or Breaſt; 
But Health and Content all the Vear was my Gueſt. 


Twas then no fair Phillis my Heart could enſnare, 

With Voice, or with Feature, with Dreſs, or with. 
Air: | 

So kindly young Cupid had pointed-the Dart, 

That I gather'd the Sweets, but I miſſed the 
Smart : 

I toy*'d fora while, then I roy'd like a Bee; 

But ſtill all my Song was, I'Il ever be free.“ 


'Twas then ev'ry Object freſh Raptures did yield: 
if I ſtray'd thro? the Garden, or travers'd the Field, 
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Ten Thouſand gay Scenes were diſplay id to my 
Sight: e vo 

If the Nightingale fangyul could liſten all Night; WV 

With my Reed I could pipe to the Tune of the I 
Stream, | 

And wake to new Life from a rapturous Dream. 


But now, fince for Hebe in ſecret I ſigh, 

Alas! what a Change! and how wretched am I! 

Adieu to the Charms of the Valley and Glate ; 

Their Sweets now all ficken, their Colours all fade; 

No Muſick I find in foft PhilomePs Strain, 

And the Brook-o'er the Pebbles now -murmurs in 
Val, . 


They fay that ſhe*s Kind, but no Kindneſs ] ſee: 
On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me: 
Thea teach me, bright Penus, Perſuafion's ſoft Art, 
Or aid me, by Reafon, to ranſom my Heart; 

To crown my Deſire, or to baniſh my Pain, 

Give Love to the Nymph, or give Eaſe to the Swain, 


SONG CCLXXXVIII. 
Fung by Miſi Catley, in Couus. 
'7OULD you taſte the Noon - tide Air, 
To yon fragrant Bow'r repair, 
Where, woven with the Poplar Bough, 


The mantling Vine will ſhelter you; T he 
The mantling Vine will ſhelter you: If! 
Down each Side a Fountain flows, I w 
Tinkling, murmuring, as it goes, Of 
Lightly ober the mofly Ground, You 
Lightly o'er the moſſy Ground, — 


Sultry Phebus ſcorching round, 
Sultry Phabus ſcorching round. 
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Round the languid Herds, and Sheep, 
Stretch'd o' er funny Hillocks, ſleep; 
While on the Hyacinth and Role 

The Fair does all alone repoſe; 

The Fair does all alone repofe ; 

All alone; yet in her Arms 

Your Breaft ſhall beat to Love's Alarms, 
Till, bleſt and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 
The Joys of Love are Joys alone; 1 
The Jays of Love are Joys alone, 


SONG CCLXXXIX, 
Tus Country Weppinc, 
Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh.. 


ELL met pretty Nymph, ſays a jolly young. 
Swain, 

t, To a lovely young Shepherdeſs croffing the Plain; 

Why ſo much in haſte? (now the Month it was 

Shall I venture toaſk you, fair Maiden, which Way; 

Then ſtraight to this Queſtion the Nymph did 
reply | 

With a Smile on her Look, and a Leer on her Eye, 

| came from the Village, and homeward I go; 

And now, gentle Shepherd, pray why would you 


know ? 
| hope, pretty Maid, you won't take it amiſs, 
If I tell you the Reaſon of aſking you this g 
| would ſee you ſafe home, (the Swain was in Love) 
Of ſuch a Companion if you would approve, 
Your Offer, kind Shepherd, is civil Lown, Ir 
But ſee no great Danger in going alone; 
Nor yet can I hinder, the Road Tone free 
For one as another, for you as for me. 
M 6 No 
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No Danger in going alone, it is true, 
But yet a Companion is pleaſanter too; 
And if you could like (now the Swain he took 

Heart) 8 
Such a Sweetheart as me, we never would part: 
Oh ! that's a long Word, ſaid the Shepherdeſs then; 
I've often heard ſay, there's no minding you Men: 
You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter, tis true; 
Then leave a young Maiden, the firſt Thing you do. 


Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the Shepherd reply'd; 
To prove what I ſay, I will make you my Bride: 
To-morrow the Parſon (well ſaid, little Swain) 
Shall join both our Hands, and make one of us 
twain : 
Then what the Nymph anſwer'd, to this is not ſaid; 
The very next Morn to be ſure they were wed ; 
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down ; 
Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a Wedding ia Town? 


SONG CCXC. 
Set by Dr. Pepuſh. Words by Mr. Hughes. 


ReciTaTive. 


EE! from the filent Grove Alexis flies, 
And ſeeks with ev'ry pleaſing Art 
To eaſe the Pain which lovely Eyes 
Created in his Heart: 
To ſhining Theatres he now repairs, 
To learn Camilla's moving Airs, | 
Where thus to Muſic's Pow'r the Swain addreſs'd 
his Pray*rs; | 


Att 
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An. : 

Charming Sounds, that ſweetly languiſh; 
Muſic, oh, compoſe my Anguiſh! 

Ev'ry Paſſion yields to thee ; 

Ev'ry Paſſion yields to thee : 
Phebus, quickly then relieve me, 
Cupid all no more deceive me; 

l to ſprightlier Joys be free ; 

Pl to ſprightlier — be free. 
| RECITATIVE. 
Apollo heard the fooliſh Swain; 

He knew, when Daphne once he lov'd, 
How weak, Yaſſuage an am'rous Pain, 

His own harmonious Voice had prov'd, 
And all his healing Herbs how vain ; 
Then thus he ſtrikes the ſpeaking Strings, 
Preluding to his Voice, and fings: 

AIR. 

Sounds, tho' charming, can't relieve thee; 
Do not, Shepherd, then deceive thee ; 

Mufick is the Voice of Love; 

Muſick is the Voice of Love: 
If the tender Maid believe thee, 
Soft relenting, kind conſenting, 

Will alone thy Pain remove ; 

Will alone thy Pain remove. 


SONG Ccxcl. 
Cross PurPosEs. Sung at Ranelagb. 


OM loves Mary paſſing well, 
And Mary ſhe loves Harry; 
But Harry ſighs for bonny Bell, 
And finds his Love miſcarry; 


a 
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For bonny Bell for Thomas burns, 
Whilſt Mary flights his Paſfion : 
So ſtrangely freakiſh are the Turns 
Of human TInclination. 


Moll gave Hal a Wreath of / Flow'rs, 
Which he in am'rous Folly, 

Confign'd to Bell, and in few Hours 
It came again to Moly. | 

Thus all by Turns are-woo'd and woo, 
No Turtles can be truer; 

Each loves the Object they purſue, 
But hates the kind Purſuer. 


' As muchas Mary, Thomas grieves, 


Proud Hal deſpiſes Mary; 

And all the Flouts which Bell receives 
From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry : 

If one of all the four has frown'd, 
You ne'er ſaw People grummer ; 

If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 
And all are an Good-humour. 


Then, Lovers, hence this Leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſb Nation; 
How much *tis ev'ry one's Concern 
To ſmile at Reformation. 
And till thro? Life, this Rule purſue, 
Whatever Objects ſtrike you, ; 
Be kind to them that fancy you, 
That thoſe you love may like you. 
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SONG CCXCIL. 


Set by Mr. Howard. Sung Ey Mr. Lowe. 


HE new. flown Birds the Shepherds ſing, 
And welcome in the May; | 

Come, Paftorela, now the Spring 
Makes ev'ry Landſkip gay: 

Wide-ſpreading Trees their leafy Shade 
O'er half the Plain extend, 

Or, in reflecting Fountains play'd, 
Their quiv'ring Branches bend. 

Or, in reflecting | SAI play'd, 
Their quiv*ring Branches bend. 

Come taſte the Seaſon in its Prime, 
And bleſs the rifing Year; , 

Oh! how my Soul grows fick of Time, 
Till thou, my Loveappear! 

Then ſhall I paſs the gladſome Day, 
Warm in thy Beauty's Shine, 

When thy dear Flock ſhall feed and play, 
And intermix with mine; 
And intermix, c. | 


For thee of Doves a Milk-white Pair 
In filken Bands I hold ; 
For thee a firſtling Lambkin fair 
[ keep within the Fold ; 
If Milk-white Doves Acceptance meet, 
Or tender Lambkins pleaſe, 
My ſpotleſs Heart without Deceit, 
e offer'd up with theſe; 
Be offer'd up with theſe, 
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SONG CCXCIIL 


Taz Rover. 


Inde Sex fome Charms 1 find, 
I love to try all Womankind, 
The Fair, the Smart, the Witty ; 
The Fair, the Smart, the Witty. 
In Cupid's Fetters, moſt ſevere, 
I languiſh'd out a long, long Year, 
The Slave of wanton Nit; 
The Slave of wanton Airty. 


At length I broke the galling Chain, 

And ſwore that Love was endleſs Pain, 
One conſtant Scene of Folly; 
One conſtant, &c. 

1 vow'd no more to wear the Yoke; 

But ſoon [I felt a ſecond Stroke, ; 
And figh'd for blue-ey'd Molly; 
And ſigh'd, Cc. 


With Treſſes next of flaxen Hue, 
Voung Jenny did my Soul ſubdue, 
That lives in yonder Valley; 
That lives, 2 
Then Cupid threw another Snare, 
And caught me in the curling Hair 
Of little tempting Sally, 
Of little, &c. 


Adorn'd with Charms, tho” blithe and young, 


My roving Heart with Bondage ſprung, - 
This Heart of yielding Mettle; 
This Heart of yielding Mettle : 


And 


bY >» 


( 257 J 
And now it wanders here and there, 
By Turns the Prize of Brown and Fair, 
But never more will ſettle ; 
But never more will ſettle. 


SONG CCXCIV. 


Sung by Miſs Catley, in Love in a VILLAGB. 
| OW much ſuperior Beauty awes, 


The coldeſt Boſoms find; 
But with reſiſtleſs Force it draws, 
To Senſe and Virtue join'd. 
The Caſket, where to outward Show 
The Artiſt's Hand is ſeen, 
Is doubly valu'd when we know 
It holds a Gem within. 


SONG CCXCV. 
Set by Mr. Howard. » 


T ſetting Day and riſing Morn, 
With Soul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
PIl aſk of Heav'n thy ſafe Return, 
With all that can improve thee : 
I'll viſit oft the birken Buſh, 
Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet Tales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me. 


To all our Haunts thou didſt repair, 
By Green-wood, Shaw, or Fountain; 

Or where the Summer's Day I'd ſhare 
With you upon yon Mountain : 

There will I tell the Trees and Flow'rs, 
With Thoughts anfeign'd and tender, 


By Vows you're mine, my Love is yours, | 


SONG 


My Heart, which cannot wander. 
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SON G CCXCVI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. | 
HAT means that tender Sigh, my Dear ? 


Why ſilent drops that cryſtal Tear? 7 
What jealous Fears diſturb thy Breaſt, 
Where Love and Pz2ce delight to reſt ? 1 
W hat tho? thy Jockey has been ſeen | 
With Melly ſporting on the Green, I] 
Twas but an artful Trick to prove 
The matchleſs Force of Jenny's Love. Ye 
"Tis true a Noſegay I had dreſt Be 
To grace the witty Daphne's Brealt ; | 
But *twas at her Deſire to try Bed 
If Damon caſt a jealous Eye: 
Theſe Flow'rs will fade by Morning Dawn, Th 
Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the Lawn; 1 
But in thy fragrant Boſom lies Wi 
A ſweet Perfume that never dies. 1 
3 


S O N-G ccxcvn. 
Sung in Tas. CHAPLET, by Mr. Vernon, 


ECLARE, 'my pretty Maid, 
Muſt my fond Suit miſcarry ? 
With you PII toy, DPI kiſs and play: 
But hang me if I marry—hang me if I marry: 


H 


With you I'M toy, PI kifs and play; Abd 
But hang me if I marry. 5 duch | 
The duch, 


1 


The 
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Then ſpeak your Mind at once, N 
Nor let me longer tarry: 
With you PII toy, I'II kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry. 
With you, So. 


Tho! Charms and Wit aſſail, 
The Stroke I wellean parry : 

] lave to kiſs, to toy and play; 
But do not chuſe to marry : 

[ love, Oc. 


Young Maly of the Dale 
Makes a mere Slave of Harry; 
Becauſe, when they had toy'd and kiſs'd, 
The fooliſh Swain would marry : 
Becavie, c. 


Theſe fix'd Reſolves, my Dear, 
to the Grave will carry 
With you I'll toy and kiſs and play ; 


But hang me if I marry—hang me if I marry : | 


With you PII toy and kiſs and play; 
But hang me if Lmarry. 


SONG cexcvm. 


Sung at Drury-Lane, in the MisgR. 


HO! brim-full of nothing's the Life of a Beau! 
Theyv'e nothing to think of, they've nothing 


to do ; 


And nothing to talk of, for nothing they know: 


duch, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau; 
duch, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau, 
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For nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh Air; 
Spend the Morning in nothing, but curling their 
Hair; 
And do nothing all Day, but fing, ſaunter, and 
ſtare : 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau; 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. 


For nothing at Night, to the Play-Houſe they > 
cC.roud: | 
To mind nothing done there, they always are 
proud ; TIED 
But to bow and to grin, and talk nothing aloud : 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau; 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. 


For nothing they run to th' Aſſembly and Ball; 

And for nothing at Cards, à fair Partner they call; 

For they till muſt be baſted, who've nothing at 
all: | 

Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau ; 

Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. 


For nothing, on Sundays, at Church they appear ; 

They have nothing to hope for, and nothing to 
fear: 

They can be nothing no where, who nothing are 

Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau; 

Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. 


nle 
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SONG CCXCIX. 
Sung in HARLEQUIN SORCERER, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


OME Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
Each Lad with his Laſs hither come, 
With Singing and Dancing, in Pleaſure advancing, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home : 
'Tis Ceres bids play, and keep Holiday, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home, Harveſt Home, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home, 


Our Labour is o'er, our Barns in full Store 

Now (well with rich Gifts of the Land; 
Let each Man then take, for his Prong and his Rake, 
His Can and his Laſs in his Hand: 

For Ceres, Ec. | 


No Courtier can be ſo happy as we, 

In Innocence, Paſtime, and Mirth, 

hile thus we carouſe with our Sweetheart or 

Spouſe, 

And rejoice o'er the Fruits of the Earth, 
When Ceres bids play and keep Holiday, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home, Harveſt Home, 
Tocelebrate Harveſt Home, 


S O N G CCC. 
Sung in the Maſe of ALFRED, 


E. Warblers, while Strepben I mourn, 
To chear me your Harmony bring 
nleſs, fince my Shepherd is gone, | 
ou ceaſe, like poor Phillis, to fing : 


Each 


262 J 


Each Flower declines its ſweet Head, 


Nor Odours around me will throw, 
While ev'ry ſoft Lamb on the Mead 
Seems kindly to pity. my Woe. 


Each rural Amuſement I try 
In valn to reſtore my paſt Eaſe ; ; 
What charm'd when my Strepbon was by, 
Has now loſt the Power to pleaſe ; 
Ye Seaſons, that brighten the Grove, 
Not long for your Abſence we mourn ; 
But Strepbon neglects me and Love, . 


He roves, and will never return. 


As gay as the Spring 1s my. Dear, 
: I 


And. ſweet as all Flowers combin'd ; 
His Smiles like the Summer can-chear, 
Ah! why then, like Winter, unkind ? 
Unkind he is not, I can prove, 
But tender to others can' be ; 
To Celia and Chloe makes Love, 
And only is cruel to me. 


SONG CCCT. 
Set by Ds. Boyce. 


HEN the Nymphs were contending for 
Beauty and Fame, 


Bright Sylvia ſtood foremoſt in Right of her 


Claim; 
And to crown the high Tranſports dear Conqvueſ 
excites, 
At Court ſhe was envy' d, and toaſted at White's; 
At Court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at hit“. 


But 
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But how ſhall I whiſper this Fair-one's ſad Caſe ? - 
A cruel. Diſeaſe has deſtroy'd her ſweet Face: 
Her Vermilion is chang'd to a dull ſettled Red, 


And all the gay Graces of Beauty are fled ; 
And all, Oc. 


} 

Take heed, all ye Fair, leſt you triumph in vain; 
For Sylvia, tho? altered from pretty to plain, 

Is now more engaging, ſince Reaſon took place, 
Than when ſhe pollel the Perfections of Face; 
Than when, Ce. | 


Convinc'd, ſhe-no more can coquette it, and teaze, 

Inſtead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe; | 

Makes Truth and Diſcretion the Guide of her Life; 

Tho' ſpoil'd for a Toaſt; ſhe's well form'd for a 
Wife; 

Tho! hp for a Toaſt, ſhe's well form'd for a 
Wife. 1 


SONG CCCIL. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


TA Women all tell me I'm falſe to my Laſs; 
2 29 quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my 
Glaſs; 

But to you Men, of Reaſon, my Reaſons I'll own ; 
and, if you dom t like them, why let them alone 
\ltho? J have left her, the Truth P11 declare: 
[ believe ſhe. was: good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair; 
put Goodneſs and Charms in a Bumper] ſee, 

hat make-it as good and as charming as ſhe. 
My Chloe had Dimples and Smiles, I muſt own: 


put, tho*-ſhe could ſmile, yet in Truth ſhe: could: 
frown : i 
ut 


* 


3 
But tell me, ye Lovers of Liquor divine, 


Did you e' er ſee a Frown in a Bumper of Wine? 


Her Lilies and Roſes were juſt in their Prime ; 
Yet Lilies and Roſes are 1 by Time: 
But in Wine, from its Age, ſuch a Benefit flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


They tell me, my Love would in Time have been 


cloy'd, 
And that Beauty's inſipid when once tis enjoy d; f 
But in Wine I both Time and Enjoyment defy; } 
For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 7 
Let Murders, and Battles, and Hiſtory prove 0 
The Miſchiefs that wait upon Rivals in Love: 7 
But in drinking, thank Heav'n, no Rival contends; 0 
For the more we love Liquor, the more we are 5 
Friends. : 
She too might have poiſon'd the Joy of my Life B 
With Nurſes and Babies, and Squalling and Strife; WW v 
But my Wine neither Nurſes nor Babies can bring; N 
And a big-belly'd Bottle's a mighty good Thing. BY Sy 
We ſhorten our Days when with Love we engage; - 
It brings on Diſeaſes, and haſtens Old Age : a 
But Wine from grim Death can it- Votaries ſave, 
And 9 out t'other Leg, when there's one in the 
Grave. 
Perhaps, like her Sex, ever falſe to their Word, / 
She had left me to get an Eſtate, or a Lord: 
But my Bumper (regarding nor Title or Pelt) ; 
Will ſtand by me _ I can't ſtand by myſelf. P 
| $ 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain; 
She's rid of her Lover, and 1 of my Pain; 


3 


1 265 J 


For in Wine; mighty Wine, many Comforts Iſpy? 
Should you doubt at Lſay, take 2 Bumper and 


8 "SONG CCCHI. 61 1 
favourite Cax TATA. Ser by Mr. Stanley. 
1 — Aa. 7 | 

HO'll buy à Heart Myrtilla cries, 
W And throws around her wanton Eyes; 
An eaſy Shape, a graceful Air, | 
A Face, like lovely Hebe's, fait; 
A Pair of Eyes that wound at Sight, 
And foil the Di'monds piercing Light? 

 RECITATIVE.. 
Come hither, ye that long to prove 
The Soul-enchanting Joys of Love 
Come, quickly come, for he 
Buys that bids the nean me: 
113 IR. 

But let no ſordid Wretch preſume, 
With even Cræſa, Wealth, to come, 
Nor vainly hope for Gems, or Gold, | 
Such Charms as theſe can ne'er be fold;  * 
So vile a Change I ſcorn to make, | 
For Love's the only Coin I take. 


SONG CCCTV. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. Sung at Vauxhall. 
A T hyrfis reclin'd by her Side he loy'd beſt, 
Ig « Sigh, her ſoft Hand to his Boſom 
e preſt, 
While his Paſſion he breath'd in the Grove: 
As the Bird to his Neſt ſtill returns for Repoſe, 
As back to its Fountain the conſtant Stream flows, 
So true and unchang'd = my Love. 1 


Fot 
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E e'et this Heart roves, or revolts from its Chains, 
May: Ceres. in Rage: quit the Vallies and Plains, 
May Pan his Protection deny: 
In vain would young Phi/liz and Laara be kind ; 
On the Lips of another no Raptors | I find; 
With — as I've liv'd, fo I'll 


More ſtill bad he ſware, but the Queen of the May, 
Young 1 wanton, by Chance, tript that 


And fought ſweet: Repoſe in the Shade: 
With Sorrow, young Lovers, I tell the ſoft Tale, 
The Laſs was alluring the Shepherd: was frail, 
And forgot ev'ry Vow. he had made. 


To comfort the Nymph, and her Loſs to ſupply, 
In Form of 4/sxi: young Cupid drew nigh, 
Of Shepherds the Envy and Pride: 
Ah ! blame not the Maid if o'ercome by his Truth, 
Her Hand and her Heart ſhe beſtow'd on the Youth, 
And the next Morn beheld her his Bride. 


Learn rather from Sy/via's Example, ye Fair, 
'That a pleating Revenge ſhall take Place of De. 
air; 
Give "MM and Care to the Wind. 
If faithful the Swain, to his Paſſion be true; 
If falſe, ſeek Redreſs in a Lover's that's new, 
And pay each Inconftant-in Kind. 


SONG CCCV. 
Sung by Miſs Stevenſon. 


Dawn. of Hope my Soul revives, 
And baniſhes Deſpair; 
If yet my deareſt Damon = 
Make him, ye Gods, your Care. 
b + Diſpel 


e 
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Diſpel theſe gloom Shades of Nigh ght, ) 
My 2 Grief remove: 
Oh! ſend ſome! cheari Ray of ie 
And guide me to my Love. . 
Thus, in a ſecret. friendly Shade, 
The penſi ve Celia worn d.,. 3 
While courteous Echo lent her Aid, 
And Sigh for Sigh return'd. 


When, ſudden, Damon's' well-known Face | 
Each riſing Fear 'diſarms 98 
He eager ſprings to her Embrace, 
She inks into die Arms. 


5 
* 


s 0.N'G cy. 
Sung by Mr. Reinhold, in Lovs is A VII LACE. 


dh. 6 Neighbour, neer bluſh for a Trifle 
| like this; 
What Harm with a Fair- one to toy and to kiſs ? 
Ne. The Greateft and Graveft (a Truce with Grimace) 
Wou'd = the ſame Thing, were they in the ſame 
ace. 


No Age, no Profeſſion, no Station is free ; 
To ſovereign Beauty Mankind bends the Knee : 
That Power, reſiſtleſs, no Strength can oppoſe ; 
We all love a pretty Girl - under the Roſe, 


iſpel N 2 SONG 


| . 08; * 1. 


aw 


Tux IVI nA Io. ee eee, Cane 


OME, ye Party- jangli ng Swains, 
Leave your Floeks, and quit the Plains ; ; 
Friends to Countr 7 or to Court,” 
ip 


Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your Sport. | 
Crorvs. | 
Ever-welcome to our Feaſt, * 


Welcome ev'ry friendly Guek, 


2 Widows, come away; | 

| Laughing Dames and Virgins gay; 

Little gaudy flutt'ring Miles, | 

(Smiling Hopes of futare Blifſes.) * 
Ever welcome, O&c. 


All that rip'ning Sun can bring, 
Beauteous Summer, beauteous Spring, 
In-one varying Scene we ſhow, 


The Green, the Ripe, the Bud, * 


Ever welcome, Sc. 


Comas jeſting, Muſick charfing, n 
Wine inſpiring, Beauty warming, 
Rage and Party-malice dies, 
Peace returns, and Diſcord flies. 

Ever welcome to our Feaſt, 
Weleome ev*ry friendly Gueſt, 


6 


C 269: J. x 
: x | 80 N . "eqcynr:'”. Loa . 
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HILE others rip the new-fall'n Snows, - + 
And ſteal i its Fragrance from the IN 0 
To dreſs their Fancy's Queen ; + 15 
Fain would I ſing, but Words are faint, 
All Muſic's Powers too weak: to'paint 
My Jenny of the Green. 


Beneath this Elm, beſide this Stream, 
How oft I've, tun'd. the fav'rite Theme, 
And told my Tale unſeen! _ 
While, faithful in the Lover's Cauſe, * 
The Winds would murmur ſoft Applauſe 1 
To Jen of the Green. * 


Wich Joy my Soul reviews the Day, 

When, deck d! in all the Pride of May, 
She hail'd the Sylvan Scene; 

Then ev'ry Nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 

Firſt ſtrove; to catch the Grace and Eaſe 
Of Jenny of the Green. 


Then, deaf to ev'ry Rival's Sigh, 
On me ſhe caſt her partial Eye, 
Nor ſcorn'd my humble Mien; 
The fragrant Myrtle Wreath I wear, 
That Day adorn'd the lovely Hair 
Of Jenay of the Green. . 


Through all the Fairy Land of Love 

II ſeek my pretty wand' ring Dove, | 
The Pride of gay Fifteen ; | | 

Though now ſhe treads ſome diſtant Plain, 

Though far apart, I'll meet again | U 
My Jeum of the Green. Ju od 
| N 3 But 


12 J 

But thou, old Time, till that, bleſs'd Night 

That brings her back with ſpeedy Eb 
Melt down the Hoars between; 

And when we meet, the Loſs repay, 

On loit'ring Wing prolong my Stay 

With W of the Green LS 


8 0 N G CCCIX. 
A CANTATA, ewritten by Sir Richard Steele. 
Set ly Dr. Arne. Sung at Ranflagh. 


1 R8cirTaTave. 
Wretch long tortur'd with Diſdain, 
That ever pin'd, but pin'd in vain, 
At long t the God of Wine add reſt, 
Sure Retuge of a wounded Breaſt. 
98 
Vouchſafe, O Pow” r, thy healin = 
Teach me to gain the cruel Mai 
Thy Juices take the Lover's r 
Fluſh his wan Looks, aad chear his Heart. 
 ReciTaATIvE. 
To Bacchus thus the Lover cry'd, 
And thus the jolly God reply d. 


Ars, 


Give whining o'er, be briſk and gay, 
And quaff his ſneaking Form away : 
With dauntleſs Mien approach the Fair ; 
The ie to conquer is to dare. 
RSCITATIVE. 


The Swain purſu'd the God's advice; 
| The Nymph was now no longer nice. 


412 A1t, 


1 238: } oe 
4.0810) ov d 484d et | 3m; - 
She ſmil'd and ſpoke the Sex's Mind: 
When you grow. daring, we grow kind; 
Meg to themſelves are moſt ſevere, 
And make us Tyrants by their Fear. 


'$0ONG.cccx. 
Sung by Meri. Thompſon, in Tromas and SALLY. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
WE? T was a young One, what Girl was 
like me ? | 
So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk, as a Bee ? 


I tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and-where'er..... 
A Fiddle was heard, to be ſure I was there. 


1 


1 4 


To all that came ne'er I had ſomething to ſay = bf 
»Twas, This, Sir—and That, Sir—but ſcarce ever 

Nay ; | \ 
And Sundays, dreſt ont in my Silks and my Lace, 
I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the Place. 


At Twenty J got me a Huſband, poor Man? 
Well reſt him —We all are as good as we can; 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for Straws, 
And jealous —tho? truly I gave him ſome Caulſe.- 


He ſnubb'd me, and huff'd me, but let me alone; 

Egad! I've a Tongue, and I paid him his own 2 

Ye Wives, take the Hint, and when Spouſe is un- 
Wane PT, "740 

Stand firm to your Charter, and have the laſt Word. 


But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my Woe ; 
Im not what I was Forty Summers ago: 
* 8 : N. 4 'This 


F #54 ] 


This Time's a ſore Foe'; © there's, no ies his 


Dart; 2252 AH Ade rat 
However, I keep up a pretty: good Hoart.s: 0 
Grown old, yet I hate to be ſitting mum. chance ; 
I ſtill love a Tune, though unable to'dance : 
And, Books of Devotion laid by on my Shelf, 

I reach _ to n 0 did 3 


8 0 N G cc. 
Tuꝝ ScyooL or Anacnzox, 4 Cantata, 
Ser by Dr. Arne. 


Rzerrarivz. | 


HE feſtive Board was met, the ſocial Bind 
Round fam'd Anacreen took their ſilent Stand; 
My: Sons, (began the Sage) be this the Rule; - 
No Brow auſtere muſt date approach my School, 
Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within : 
Old Care, Ar ret here Sadneſs is a Sin. 
Aa | 
Tell not me he — that wait 
On him that's learn'd, or him that's [great : 
Wealth and Wiſdom T deſpiſe ; 
Cares ſurround the Rich . Wiſe : : 
The Queen that gives ſoft Wiſhes Birth, 
And Bacehas, God of Wine and Mirth, 
Me their Friend and Fav'rite own, 
And I was born fof them alone: 
Bus'neſs, Title, Pomp, and State, | 
.©, Give them to the Fools I hate. 


Bot let Love, let Life be mine 
Being me Women, bring me Wine 
* ; 7 Speed 


| 1 293 ] 
Speed the dancing Hours away jj * 
Mind not what the Grave- ones ſay: TOs ae. 
Gaily let the Minutes fly, . 
In Wit and Freedom, Love and joy: 
So ſhall Love, ſhall Life be mane ; 
Bring me Women, bring me Wine. 


SONG CCCXI. 
Sung by Miſs Catley, and Mrs. Mattocks. 
In Love Ix 4 VILLAGE. | 
M/, Catley. I 
OPE! thou Nurſe of young Deſire, - -/ 
Fairy Promiſer of Joy, | 
Painted Vapour, Glow-worm Fire, 
Temp'rate Sweet that ne'er can cloye. 
Mrs. Mattocks. f 
Hope! thou Earneſt of Delight, 
Softeſt Soother of the Mind, 
Balmy Cordial, Proſpect bright, 
Sureſt Friend the Wretched find, 
Both. 
Kind Deceiver, flatter ſtil!; 
Deal our Pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 


With thy Dreams my Fancy fill, 
And in Wiſhes make me bleſt. 


SONG CCCXUI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
Ha blithe was Teach Morn to ſee 
E 


N 


My Swain come o'er the Hill! 
leap'd the Brook, and flew to me; 
I met him with good Will: | 
| N 5 I nej- 


16 t 1 

1 neither wanted Ewe, nor Lamb, 
When his Flocke neat me lay; 

He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, 

And chear'd me all the Day, 


Oh! the Broom, the bonny Broom, 


Where loſt was my Repole;. 
- I wiſh I was with my dear Swain, 
With his Pipe and my Ewes. 


He tun'd his Pipe and Reed ſo ſweet, 
The Birds ſtood liſt' ning by; 
The fleecy Flock ſtood fl and 
Charm'd with his Melody: 
While thus we ſpent our Time, by Turns, 
Betwixt our Flocks and Play, | 
Ienvy'd not the faireſt Dame, 
Tho &er ſo rich and gay. 
Oh! the Broom, 8 


He did oblige me ev'ry Hour; 
Cou'd I but faithful be; | 

He ſtole my Heart; cou'd I refuſe, 

Whate' er he aſk'd of me? 

Hard Fate! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 

Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt Swain 

That ever yet was born. 

Oh! the Broom, the bonny Broom, 
Where loſt was my Repoſe; 

1 wiſh I was with my dear Swain, 
With his Pipe and my Ewes. 


gaz'd, 


Co * 


* . 


e 


SONG cv. 5 
Hoes : A Paſtoral. © 
Ser by Dr. Arne. 


Whoſe Murmur invites one to ſleep; 
My Grottos are ſhaded with Trees, | 
And my Hills are white over with Weep 4 2. 
I ſeldom have met with a Loſs, 
Such Health do my Mountains beſtow ; 
My Fountains all border'd with Moſs, 
Where the Hare-bells and Violets blow.. 


Pve found out a Gift for my Fair: 

P've found where the Wood-Pigeons breed; 
But, let me that Plunder forbear, 

She'll ſay *twas a barbarous Deed : 
He ne'er could be true ſhe averr'd, 


Who could rob a poor Bird of its Young ; 3: 


And I lov'd her the more, when I heard 
Such Tenderneſs fall from her N ri 


But where does my Phillida ſtray, 


Banks are all furniſh'd with Bees, 


* 


And where are her Grots and her Bow'rs 8 Dna 
Are the Groves, and the Vallies as ga. 


And the Shepherds as gentle as ours? 
The Groves may perhaps be as fair: 

The Face of the Vallies as fine; 
The Swains may in Manners compare; 

But their Love 18 not equal to mine. 


N 6 


* 


Ll 
EDO RO 2Z oO N 


us. J. 
8. O NG xv. 


Sung by Mr. Donſtall, in Lovs 18 4 VILLAGE, 


ELL, well, ſay no more; ; 

So you told me before, 

I know the full Length of my Da 
Do you think I'm a Fool, | ; 
That I need go to School ? ; 

I can ſpell you, and put you together, 


A Word to the Wiſe 
Will always ſuffice: - 
Add ſniggers! g talk to your Parrot. 
I'm not ſach an Elf, 
I hof I ſay't of myſelf, | 
** know r s Head from. a Carrot 


SONG cccxvl. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Tux Bzccar's Or ERA 


Which in the Garden enamels the Ground ; 
Near it, the Bees in Play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy Butterflies frolick around. 


But when once pluck'd, "tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent Garden tis ſent as yet ſweet ; 


There ſhrinks, and fades, and grows paſt all en- 


during 


Rots, - and des, md is trod aader Feet. | 


(S100 © 1BY 03 100 #! * - 


$ONG 


IRGINs are like the fair Flow'r in its Luſtre," 


He, 


1 27 10 


8 ON G ceccxvn. BA 31 
* AND STIVIA. 4 Dialogat. : 
Ser by Dr. Arne. 


He, EAR Sylvia, no longer my Paſſion 
D*. deſpiſe, 
Nor arm thus with Terror thoſe beautiful 
Eyes; | 
Nor arm thus with Terror thoſe beautifuF- 
Eyes; 
They — not Diſdain, but moſt charming 
would prove, 
If once they were ſoften'd wich Smiles and ? 
with Love. | LA 


Oh Damon, I muſt not be ſoften'd 3 
Oh Damon, &c. \ 

Nor fondly give up, in an u naided Hour, 
The Pride of us Women, unlimited r ; 
The Pride, Cc. 


b. Tho“ Pow'r, my Dear, be to Deities givn, 
Yet generous Pity's the Darling of Heav'n: 
Yet generous, Cc. 

Oh then be that Pity extended to me, 2 

ml * and acknowledge no Goddeſs but 
thee; * 

0 ol! kneel, Oe. 2 


}:, Suppoſe to your Suit I ſhould liſten a While,” [ 
And only for Pity's bare grant . 
And only, Sc. 


4 : "a F ' a 7 Fy 
* EY 


le. While I withaSmilecaneach Shepherd ſabdue, : 


\ 


; ©: % Hos 
He. Nay, ſtop not at that, but your Kindneſs im. 
| rove, 
And let gentle Pity be * to Love; 
And let, Se.. 
Se. Well then, faithful Swain, Pll examine my 
Heart, 
And if it be poſſible, grant you a Part; 
And if, Oe. 
He. Now that's like yourſelf, like an Angel ex. 
preſs'd; 
For grant me but Part, and P11 ſoon ſteal the 
reit; 


W " RY yy wn = -- Fx Eq 


For grant, Sc. 
Both. Take heed, ye fair Maids, and with Caution 
believe, | 
For Love's an Intruder, and apt to deceive ; 
For Love's an Intruder, and apt to deceive ; 
When once the leaſt Part the fly Urchin ha 


ain'd, 
: Vo- 1 — be at Eaſe till the Whole i is ob- 
tain'd 

FVou' ll ne'er be at Eaſe till the Whole i is ob. 
. r. | - 
SONG CCCxvni. „B. 
,  Crmon and Ir RIONIA. A Cantata. W 
eg. | Set by Dr. Arne. H 
RECITATIVE. Ot 
"EAR a thick Grove, whoſe deep embow rig 4 
Shade — 


Stem'd moſt for Love and Contemplation made, 5 

A cryſtal Stream with gentle Murmurs flows, _ 

Whoſe flow'ry Banks are form'd for ſoft fg 
ithe 


L 2% 1 
Thither retir'd from Ph bis ſultry Ray, 
And lull'd'in Sleep, fair Ipbigenia lay: 
non a Clown, who never dreamt of Love, 
By chance was ſtumping to the neighbouring Grove; 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went, for Want of Thought: 
But when he firft beheld the ſleeping Maid, 
He gap'd—he ftar'd—her lovely Form ſurvey d; 
And while with artleſs Voice he ſweetly ſang, 
Beauty and Nature thus inform'd his Tongue: 


An. | [ 


The Stream that glides in Murmurs 
- Whoſe glaſſy Boſom ſhews the Sky, 

Completes the rural Scene ; 
Completes the rural Scene: 

But in thy Boſom, charming Maid, 

All Heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 
Too lovely bigene; | 
Too lovely Iphigene, 


by, 


RRERCITATIVꝝE. 


She wakes, and ſtarts—poor Cymon trembling ſtands; 
Down falls the Staff from his unnerved Hands: 
„Bright Excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all Fear; 

Where Honour's preſent, ſure no Danger's near. 
Half-rais'd, with gentle Accent, ſhe replies, 

Oh Cymon / if tis you, I need not riſe; 

Thy honeſt Heart no Wrong can entertain : 

Purſue thy Way, and let me ſleep again. 

The Clown, tranſported, was not ſilent long, 


But thus with Ecſtaſy purſu'd his Song: 


Air, 


* 
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8 Thy j jetty Pere that eh ban 
1 wantoh Ringlets, don thy Neck; 
IE Love mipiring Mien; 


* 


Thy Love inſpiring Mien 
_ - :Thy — Boſom, Skin of . 
_ taper Shape, inchant me- 4710 
I die for Ipbi gent; 


„ for Ipbigont. +46 i 
112001 XCtrAribr. — 
Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence WI 


The former Clod has inſpir'd with Senſe: 
She gazes— finds him. comely, tall, and ſtraigbt, Th 
And thinks he might improve his aukward Gait; Th. 
Bids him be ſecret, and next Day attend, 

At the ſame Hour, to meet his faithful Friend. Th 
Thus wighty. Love cou'd teach a Clown to plead; MW © 
And Nature's Language. ſureſt will ase 


AIR. 


Love's a pure, ,a ſacred Fire, 
Kindling entle, chaſte Deſire; 
Love can Rage itſelf” cotitroul, 

And eleyate, and elevate the human Soul. 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched State 
Had made our Lives of too 05 — Na 
But bleſt with Beauty, and with Love, 
But bleſt with Beauty, and with Love! N. 
Ws taſte what Angels do-above ;_ 

Was W do above. aA 


A is 


SONE 


LK. . | 
lie v8e 


$'0 N\G.ECOXIX. |, |, 5 
Lung &y Me. er 


AIR Hebe I left wich a cautious Des 
To 'ſcape from her Charms, and to I em 
in Wine; 
[ try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, . 
The Wine in my Head, and ftill Love in my Heart. 


] repair'd to my Re intreated her Aid, 

Who paus'd on my Caſe, a each Circumſtance 
weigh'd; 

Then gravely pronoune'd, in Return to my Pray! 2 

That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. LE 


That's a Truth, reply'd I, Pveno Need to betaught, 
| came for your Counſel, to find out a Fault: 
If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as yon came, 
To find Fault with Hebe, would forfeit my Name. 


What Hopes then, alas! of Relief from my Pain, L 

While, like Lightning, ſhe e thro” each erz 
bing Vein? 

y Senſes ſurpriz'd, in her Favour took * 

ind Reaſon confirms me a Slave to her Charms, « 


s ON. G cccxx. 


the Oratorio of SUSANNA, Set by Mr. Hal, 


A SK if yon Damaſk Roſe is ſweet, 
That ſeents'the ambient Air; 14 6 
Then aſk each Shepherd that you ann | 
If dear — 5 am 


; [ 282 } 
Say, will the Vulture quit his Prey, 
And warble thro'-the Grove? 
Bid wanton Linngts quit the Spray, 
Then doubt thy Shepherd's Love. 
The Spoils of War let Heroes ſhare, 
Let Pride in Splendor mine; 
Ye Bards unenvy'd Laprels wear, 
Be fair 8y/anna mige. 
SONG ccc 
2238 Set-by Dr, Arne, 
OME, Re/alind, oh ! come and fee 
What Pleaſures are in Store for thee; - 
The Flow'rs in all their Sweets appear, 
The Fields their gayeſt Beauties wear ; 
The Fields their gayeſt Beauties wear : 
The joyful Birds, in ev*ry Grove, 
Now Warble out their Songs of Love, 
Now warble out their Songs of Love; 
For thee. they ſing, and Roſes bloom, 
And Colin thee invites to come; 
And Colin thee invites to come, 


Come, ' Re/alind, and Colin join; Fr 
My tender Flocks and all are thine : - | 
If Love and Ro/alind be near, Ea 
*Tis May and Pleaſure all the Year ; 

"Tis May and Pleaſure all the Year. = F) 
Come, ſee a Cottage and a Swain: Ye 
Can'ſt thou my Love or Gifts diſdain ? Al 


Can'ſt thou my Love or Gifts diſdain 2 
Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 
For Colin calls, then haſte away; 
For Colin calls, then haſte away. 


8 ON 


1 1 


8 ON exxll. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Coups. 
REcITAtIVE. | 


ow N was my Damon' s Air ! 
H Like ſunny Beams his > tten Hair: 
His Voice was like the Nightingale“ rs 0% 
More ſweet his Breath than flow ry Vales : 
How hard ſuch Beauties to reſign 
And yet that cruel Taſk is mige.; 
How hard ſuch Beauties to reſigu l 
And yet that crael Taſk is mine. 


Arx. 


On ev'ry Hill, in ev'ry Grove, 2 
Along the Margin of each Stream,” oo - 
Dear conſcious Scenes of former Love 
I mourn, and Damon is my Theme: 
The Hills, the Groves, the Streams parc. 


But Damos there I ſeek 1 in Vl. | 
The Hills, H. | 0 


From Hill, from Dale, each 8 is fled ; „ 4 
Groves, Flocks and Fountains pleaſe no more oe 
Each Flow'r in Pity droops its Head; 
All Nature does my Loſs deplore: 
All, all reproach the faithleſs wa, 
vet Damon till I ſeek in vain. 
All, all, Se. ' 


SONG, 


1 % } 
SONG CCCXXIT. 


A ebe on THE Tit. 
The Ar 27 James Worldale, 2 


11 fra "SE. 4 A 


. B Dr. Arne. unn, uy 


OME nen, and laugh at the Times, 
Sicce Folly was never ſo ripe; 3529! 

For ev 'ry Man laughs at thoſe himes, 
That give his own Follies a ipe: 9617 
We live in a Kind of Diſguiſe; 
We flatter, we lye, and proteſt; ' 2 


While each of us artfully tries 
On others to faſten the Jeſt, 


The Virgin, when firſt ſhe is woods - 
Returns ev'ry Sigh: with > ar oy 
And while by her Lover purſu'd. 
Can thogd: at his Folly and pain: li 
But when from her, Innocence won. 

"And doom'd for her Virtue to — 1 

When ſhe finds herſelf loſt and undone, , Wa 
He 4 (cho unjuRt} in! his Turn. 


The Foo Fools, who at Law do en 1091 


Can laugh at each other's Diſtreſs, 
And while thę dire Suit does depends; - [G21 


Ne'er think how their Sabſtance grows: leſs 45 


Till hamper'd by tedious Expence, 
- Altho' to compound they are loth, 
They'll 6nd, when reſtor'd to their Senſe, 


The Lawyers fit lau bing at both. 


FY © ® 


%. © 
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But While we petceive-itothe:Baſbion + ws 2 T 
For each, Fool to laugh at the — ea id 

t us ſtrire, with a gen'rdus Compaſſion , 
To correct not contemu one 1 wt 1 

e all have ſome Follies to hide, ned 
Which known, would ——— beſt; V 
and Life, When tis thoroughly try tds. 
Like Friendſhip, will ſeem but a en 4 


$ONG cx 25 3 - 


TP , 
An Apvness 70 THE n on 

| + Sung at Ranelagh. Troy ud 30 10 

E Belles, and ye Flirts, and ye N littls, 


hings, 
Who trip in this frolickſome Round, . 
ray tell'me from whence this Tadecency ſpriogs, 
The Sexes at once to confound? 
hat means the cock'd Hat, and the maſculine Alr, 
With each Motion defign'd to perplex ? 
right Eyes were Ry to lang 74 not ſtare, 
And Softneſs the Teſt of your Sex—dear Girls, 
And Softneſs the Teſt of your Sex. 


he Girl who on Beauty depends for Support, 
May call ev'ry Art to her Aid; y 

The Boſom diſplay'd, and the Petticoat ſhort, / 

Are Samples ſhe gives of her Trade: 

ut you on whom Fortune indulgently ſmiles, _ 
And whom Pride has preſerv* 4 from the Snare, 

bould ſlil (lug with coed and Wiles, 


Not with open and inſolent Air brave Girls, 
Not with, c. 


But 3 


The 


The Venus, whoſe Statue delights all Mankind If 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the View, 0 

And kindly ſhoy*diſeem by the Artiſt dęſign'd, * 
To ſerve as a Model for ou. 

Then learn, with her Beauties, to copy her Air; u 
Nor venture too muck to reveal! 

Our Fancies will paint what you cover with Care, 
And double each Charm you conceal—ſweet Girls, 

And double, &c. | 


TIP ud df wed - = \ 
The Bluſhes of Morn, and the Mildneſs of May, 
Are Charms which no Art can procure ;. 
Are Charms which no Art can procure: 
Oh! be but yourſelves, and our Homage we'll pay, 
And your Empire is ſolid, and ſure : 
But if Amaron-Hke, you attack your Gallants, 
And put us in Fear of our Lives, 
You may do very well for Siſters or Aunts; 
Believe me, you'll never be Wives poor Gitlz 
Believe me, you'll never be Wives, 


s ON CCCXXV. 
Set by Mr. Holcombe. 
OU tell me I'm handſome, (I know not hon No 


true) Fro 
And eaſy and chatty, and good-humour'd too ; 

That my Lips are as red as the Roſe-bud in 7 An: 
And 2 5 Voice, like the Nightingale's, ſweetly i Ne, 
une: H 
All this has been told me by twenty before; He 
But he that would win me, muſt flatter me more; Her 
But he that would win me, muſt flatter me more, Ang 


tly 


Of 


＋ 2 J 
If Beauty, from Virtue receive no Supply, 


Or Prattle from Prudence, how wantin Fan. 
My Eaſe and Good-humour ſhort Raprures vill 


brin 
My Voice, like _ Nightingale's,” know but a 
. " Spmin 
For ch fac fach as theſe then your TO give 


- o'er, 
To love me for Life, you muſt ſtill love 1 me e more : ; 
To love me, &e. 


Then talk not to me of a Shape, or an Air; 

For Chloe the Wanton can rival me there: 

'Tis Virtue alone that makes Beauty look gay, 
And brightens Good-humour as Sunſhine the Days 
For if tha at you love me, your Flame may be true, 
And I, in my Turn, may be taught'to love too 3 
And, in wy Turn, may be taught to love too. 


$ ON G ccexxvi. 


Set y Mr. Baildon. Sang by Mr. Lowe. 


WHEN firſt by fond Damon Flavella was ſeen, 

He ſlightly regarded her Air and her Mien; 

He lightly regarded her Air and her Mien: 

The — of her Mind he alone did commend, 

Not warm as a Lover but-cool as a Friend; 

From Friendſhip, not Paſſion, his Raptures did 
move, 

And he boaſted his Heart was a Stranger to Love. 


New Charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was knownz 
Her Face grew a Wonder, -her Taſte was his own; 
Her Face, &c. 

Her Manners were gentle, her Senſe was refin'd, 


and-ev'ry dear Virtue beam'd forth in her __ 


, 


GN | 
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Sun 1 105 the Sanction of 1 bip be Krobe, 
Jil a Sigh Raye! the Omen, and how” it was Love; 
las Sigh, & 
No, proud to be conquer'd, he ſighs for the Fair, WF 
Grows dull to all Pleaſure, but being; with her; q 
Grows dull, Se. 187 3 
He's mute, till his Heart-ſtrings are ready to break; 
For Fear of offending forbids bim to ſpeak ; 
And wanders a willing Example to prove, 
That Friendſhip with Woman 1 is Siſter to Love ; 
That Friendſhip, G. 


A Lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give Offence ; : 
Nora Dupe to her Smiles, but a Slave to her Senſe; 
Not a Dupe to her Smiles, but a Slave to her Senſe: 
His Paſſion nor Wrinkles nor Age can allay, 
Since founded on that which can never decay; 
And Time, thatcan Beauty's ſhort Empire remove, 
Increafing her Reaſon, increaſes his Love ; 
— her Reaſon, increaſes his Love. 


SONG CCCXXVIL.. 
5 2 Dr. Boyce. The Words by Mr. Moore, 
FJ OW bleſt has 17 Time been! what Days have 


I known, 
Since Wedlock's ſoft Bondage made 7 my own ! 
So joyful my Heart is, ſo eaſy my Chain, 
That Freedom is taſteleſs, and Roving a Pain; 
That Freedom is taſteleſs, and Roving a Pain. 


' Thro? og grown with Woodbines, as often we 
ra 
Around us our Boys and Girls frolic and play; ; 
Hoy 


ve 


we 


; L 389 J 
How pleaſing their Sport is, the wanton ones ſee 
And borrow their Looks from my 7e and me; 
And borrow, GW. 


To try her ſweet Temper oft-times am I ſeen 
In Revels all Day with the Nymphs of the Green * 
Tho' painful my Abſence, my Doubr ſhe beg 

And meets me at Night with — Jaller; 
And meets, Sc. 


What tho? on her Cheeks the Roſe loſes its Hue, 


Her Eaſe and Good-humour bloom all the Year 


through: 


Time till, as he flies, adds Increaſe to her Truth, 
And gives to her Mind what he fteals from ber 


Youth; 
And gives, Sc. 


Ve Shepherds ſo gay, who make Love to inſnare, 
And cheat with falſe 'Vows the too eredulous Fair; 
In Search of true Pleaſure, how vainly you roam { 
To hold it for Life, you muſt find it at home ; 


To hold it for Lie, you muſt find 1 it at home. 


SONG CC xxX VIII. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


EHOLD the ſweet 22 end 

With all the bright Beauties they wear, 
With all the bright 1 they wear; 
Yet none on the Plains can be found, 

So lovely, ſo lovely, as Celia is fair, 

$0 lovely as Celia is fair: 


0 Fe 


6 


en! 
ve Warblers, come raiſe your ſweet Throats, 
No longer in Silence remain, 
No longer in Silence remain; 
Oh! lend a fond Lover your Notes, 
. . To ſoften, to ſoften my Celia s Diſdain, 
To ſoften my Celia's Diſdan. 
Oft- times in yon flowery Vale 
] breathe my Complaints in a Song, 
I breathe my Complaints in a Song ; 


| Ty Flora attends the ſad Tale, 


nd ſweetens,. and ſweetens the Borders along, 
And ſweetens the Borders along. 
But Celia, whoſe Breath might perfume 
The Boſom of Flora in May, 
The Boſom of Flora in May, 
Still frowning, pronounces my Doorn, 
Regardleſa, fegardleſs of all / can ſay, 
Regardleſs of all I can ſax. 


80 N CCCKXIX. - 
S8. Dr. Howard. 


H heaves my fond Boſom'! ah ! what cat 
. b it mean? 

Why flutters my Heart that was once ſo ſerene? 
Why this Sighing and Trembling when Daphne i 
near; | | 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sorrow and Fear! 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sorrow and Fear! 


Methinks I for ever with Wonder could trace 
The Thouſand ſoft Charms that embelliſh thy Face: 


'Eagl 
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Each Moment I view..thee, new Beauties I find ; 

With thy Face Tam clarm'd, but enflaved by thy 
Mind; uc ro if ll 

With thy Face, Oc. Ao» 

Untainted with Fölly, unſully'd by Pride, 

There native Geod-humour and Virtue refide: 

Pray Heaven that Virtue thy Soul mayiſupply | 

With Compaſſion for him who withoutthee muſt die; 

With Compaſſion for him who without thee muſt die. 
ngo dt | _ 


I 912.1" 4 474-33 114 
-- $0 N G- CCCXXX. 
Tus ReaS0ONABLE Lovss, 
, by Dr. Arne, 


Seek not at once in a Female to find 

The Form of a Venn, with Pallas's Mind; 
Let the Fair-ong I love have but Prudence in View. 
That, tho? ſhe deceive, I may till think her true: 
Be her Perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean; 
Let her Temper be cloudleſs, and open her Mien: 
By Folly, IIl- nature, nor Vanity led, 15 
Nor indebted to Paint for White or for Red, 


May her Tongue, that dread Weapon in moſt of 

the Sex, hv; 
Be empley'd to delight us, and not to perplex: 
Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a Jeſt, 
For Prudes I deſpiſe, and Coquettes I deteſt : 
May her Humour the Taſte of the Company hit, 
Not affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her Wit: 
Go find out the Maid that is form'd on my Plan, 
And I'll love her for ever—I mean, if I can. 

O 2 SONG 


% 


ON ccoxma,” 
| On FargenpDemr, 
„Se by Mr. Gerard. 
5 E World, my dear Myra, is full of Deceit, 
And Friendſhip's a Jewel we feldom can 
meet; | 
How ftrange does it ſeem, that in ſearehing arou 
This Source of Content is ſo rare to be found? 
»O! e thou Balm, and rich Sweetner of 
Life; | 
"Kind Parent of Eaſe and Compoſer of Strife; 


Without thee, alas! what are Riches and Powly 
But empty Deluſion, the Joys of an Hour! 


Ho much to be priz'd and efteem*d is à Friend, 
On whom we may always with Safety depend? 
Dur Joys, When extended, will always increaſe, 
And Griefs, when divided, are huſt'd into Peace: 

When Fortune is fmiling, what Crouds will appear, 
Their Kindneſs to offer, and. Friendſhip ſincere; 
Vet change but the Proſpect, and point out Diſtreſe, 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs, 


'$O N G -CCCXXXIL, 
"Sung in the MtxcHanT or Venice, 


; keep my gentle Tel, k 
What Labour wou'd ſeem hard! 

Each toilſome Taſk how. eaſy, | 
Her Love the ſweet Reward ! 


Her Love the ſweet Reward ! 
25 \ 


of, 


* 
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The Bee: thus uncomplaining, .. 


Efteems no Toil ſeyere; : | 

The ſweet Reward obtaining, „ uod i vat 
Of Honey all the Year ;.., 1 + 
Of Honey all the Lear. 


SONG CcCXX NMI. 
dung by Mrs. Stephens; in Love in a Village. 


OW happy were my Days till now 5 
=] I n&%er did Sorrow feel; 
With Joy I roſe to milk-my Cow, wy 
Or take my Spinning-Wheel. 
My Heart-was 1 Fad than a Fly, 
Bike any Bird I ſang, LL Ws 
Till he pretended Love, and 1 
Beliey'd his flatt'ring Tongue. 


Ol the Fool! the filly, filly Fool, 
That truſts what Man may bel 

I wiſh I was a Maid again, 
And in my own Country. 


SONG. cocxxxrv. 


Sung by Me... Mattocks, in Love in a Village, £ 


UPED, God of ſoft Perſuaſion, _ 
Take the helpleſs Lover's Part: 
Seize, oh! ſeize, ſome kind Occafion _ 
To reward a faithful Heart. 


Juftly thoſe we Tyrants call, 

Who the Body would enthrall ; 
Tyrants of more cruel Kind, | 
Thoſe who — enſlave the Mind, . 


O 3 


$% £096 TJ 

What is Grandeur ? Foe to Reſt; 
Childiſh Mummery at beſt; 
Happy I in humble State! 


Catch, ye Fools, the glitt' ping 4 bat. ö 
Capid, God of, ie, 9 nen 


N Ev, 
" Taz Mopzsr QuneriON. 


AN Love be controul'd. by Advice? 
Can Madneſs.and Reaſon agree? 
O! Melly, who'd ever be wiſe, 
If Madneſs is loving of thee ? 
Let Sages pretend t6 deſpiſe 
The Joys they want Spirits to 15 ; 
Let me ſeize old Time as he flies, 1 
And the Bleſſings of Life While they laſt. 


Dull Wiſdom but adds to our Cares; 
Briſk Love will improve ev'ry joy; 3 
Too ſoon we may meet with grey in, | 
Too late may repent being coy, 
Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay, 
Till our beſt Blood begins to run cold? . 
Our Youth we can have but To-day; 
We may always find: Time to grow old, 


SON G CCCXXXVI. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 


H! how ſhall 1, in Language —_ 
() My ardent Paſſion tell, 

Or form my fault'ring Tongue to dak 
That cruel Word, Farewell! > 4 


F arewell 


1 


6 
Farewell but know, tho? thus we part, 
My Thoughts can never . "ds 
Go where I will, my conſtant Heart 
Muſt with my Charmer ſtay. 


.$80 N G CCCXXXVIL . 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 


HEN once Love's ſabtte Poiſon gains 
A Paſlage to the Female Breaſt; 

Ruſhing, like Lightning, thro? the Veins, 

Each Wiſh, and ev'ry Thought's poſſeſt. 


To heal the Pangs our Minds endure, 
Reaſon in vain. its Skill applies, _ 

Nought can afford the Heart a Cure, 
But what is pleaſing to the Eyes. 


SONG CCCXXXVII.. 
St by Dr. Green, The Werds by Mr. Gay. 


O, Roſe, my Cloe's Boſom grace, 
My Chlos's Boſom grace; 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſapply that envied Place 
ith never-fading Love !\ 
With never-fading Love! 


There, Phcenix like, beneath her Eye, 
Involv'd in Fragrance burn and die; 
Involv'd in Fragrance burn and die. 


l | O 4 Know 


„ 
Know, hapleſs Flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 
* More fragrant Roſes there, | 
More fragrant Roſes there : 
I ſee thy with'ring Head reclin'd 
With Envy and Deſpair, 
With Envy and Delpair, 


One common Fate we both muſt prove; 
You die with Envy, I with Love, 
Vou die with Envy, I with Love. 


s ON G CCCXXXIX. 
Sung by Miſs Catley, in Love 18 a Viitiace, 


Y Heart's oy own, my Will is free, 
And ſo ſhall be my Voice: 
No mortal Man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my Choice, 
Let Parents rule, cry Nature's Laws, 
And Children till obey : 
And is there then no ſaving Clauſe 
Againſt tyrannic Sway | 


SONG CCCXL. 
Set by Mr. Howard. 


HE blitheſt Bird that fings in May, 
Was ne'er more blithe, was ne*cr more gay, 
2 Than I, ah well-a-day ! | 

Than I, ah well-a-day! : 
Ere Colin yet had learn'd to ſigh, - 

Or I to gueſs the Reaſon why, 

Oh Love l. ah well-a-day ! 

Oh Love ! ah well-a-day ! 


„ 


We 


299 ] 
We kiſs'd, we toy'd, we neither knew 
From whence theſe fond Endearments grew, 
Till he, ah well-a.day! ._ 
Till he, &c, 
By Time and other Swains made wiſe, 
* to talk of Hearts and Eyes, 
And Love, ah well- a day! 
And Love, S. 


Kind Nature now took Cali s Part; 


My Eyes inform'd againſt my Heart: 
My Heart, ah we La- day! 
My Heart, c. 

Strait glow'd. with thrilling Sy thy. 


And echo'd back each gentle Si 
Each Sigh, ah well-a-day ! 
Each. Sigh, Cc. 


Can Love, alas ! by Words be wow? 
He aſk'd a Proof, a tender one, — - 
While I, ah well-a-day ! 
White 1 ah well-a-day ! 
In Silence bluſh'd a fond Reply 2 
Can ſhe who truly loves, deny? 
Ah, no, ah well-a day 
Ah, no, ah well. a-· day 1. . 


SONG CCCXLL, 
Sung ar Vauxhall. Set by My. Samuel Howard, 


N all Mankind's promiſcuous Race, 
The Sons of Error urge their My 
The Wond'rous to purſue ; 
And, beth in Country and in Town, 
The curious Courier, Cit, and 9 
Something New. 2 
Os - -» "Ts 


Thro' Diſſertation, Song, or Ode, 


In fine, be honeſt, and be wiſe, 
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The Poets ſtill from Nature take, 
And what is rzady-made they make, 
Hiſtorians muſt be true: 
How therefore ſhall we find a Road, 


To give you Something Neau ? 
They ſay Virginity is ſcarce, 
As any Thing in Proſe or Verſe, 
And ſo is Honour too: 
The Papers of the Day imply, 
No more than that we live and die, 
And pay for Something New. 


We ſee a-like the woeful Dearth 
In Melancholy, or in Mirth ; 
Then what ſhall Ladies do ? 
Seek Virtue, as th' immortal Prize: 


For that is Something New. 


SONG CCCXLIL 
Sung in the CAL Er, by My. Vernon. 


1 ry the briſk Bowl, *twill enliven the 

eart, | 119% | 
While thus we fit round on the Graſs : 

The Lover, who talks of his Suff' rings and Smart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, an Aſs; 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs. 


The Wretch, who fits watching his ill-gotten Pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the Maſs, * 

Whate'er the Curniudgeon may think of himſelf, 

Deſerves to be reckon'd an Als; 

Deſerves, &c. 


The 


* 


[ 999 ] * 
The Beau, who ſo ſmart with his well. pon der d 
Hair, 
An Angel beholds in | his Glaſs, | 
And thinks with Grimace to ſubdue all the Pais. 
Deſerves to be reckon'd.an Aſs 3 
Deſerves, Cc. 


The Merchant from Climate to Climate will roam, 
Of Cræſus the Wealth to ſurpaſs ; 

And oft, while he's wand'ring, my Lady at Home. 
Claps the Horns. of an Ox on the Aſs ; . 
Claps the Horns, &c. 


The Lawyer ſo grave, when ke uts in his Plea, 
With Forehead well fronted with Braſs, 

Tho? he talks to no Purpoſe, he pockets your pee; 8 
There you, my good Friend, are an Als; ; 
There you, Cc. 


The formal Phyſician, who knows ev'ry Ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd i in this Claſs; 

The ſick Man a while may confide in his Skill, h 
But Death proves the Doctor an Aſs; | 
But Death, Cc. 


Then let us, Companions, be jovial and gays 
By Turns take our Bottle and Laſs ; 

For he who his Pleaſure puts off for a Day, 
Deſerves tobe reckon'd an Als, an Aſs; . 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs. 


L 3 ] - 
SONG CCCXLII, 
Taz Lovas's R8canTation. 4 Camata 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


REciTaTIVE. 


HE kind Appointment Cælia made, 
And nam'd the Myrtle Bow'r ; 

ere, fretting, long poor Damon ſtay'd 
Beyond the promis'd Hour : | 

No longer able to contain 

; This anxious Expectation, 

With Rage he ſought t'allay his Pain, 

And vented thus his Paſhon; 
| Alx. 


To all the Sex deceitful 
A long and laſt Adieu, 
Since Women prove ungrateful 
As long as Men prove true. 
The Pains they give are many, 
HT _ too — bear; 
e Joys they give—if any, 
"ts ſhort, 2 — 4 


RECIiTATIVE., 


Now Celia, from Mamma got looſe, 
| ad reach'd the calm Retreat : 

With modeſt Bluſh ſhe begg'd Excuſe, 
And chid her tardy Feet. 

The Shepherd, from each Doubt releas'd, 
His Joy could not reftrain, 

But, as each tender Thought increas'd, 

Thus chang'd his railing Strain. 


1 30¹ ] 
| Air. 
How engaging, how endearing, 


Is a Lover's Pain and Care 


And what Joy the Nymphs appearing 


After Abſence or Deſpair ! 
Women wiſe increaſe Defiring, 
By contriving kind Delays ; 

And, advancing or retiring, 


All they mean is — more to pleaſe, 


SONG CCCXLIV. 
AxAckzox on Himſelf. ' 
Set by Mr. Baildon; 


HEN I drain the roſy Bowl, 
Joy exhilarates my Soul ; 

To the Nine I raiſe my Song, 

Ever fair, and ever young : 

When full Cups my Cares diſpel, 

Sober Counſel then farewel ; 

Let the Winds, that murmur, ſweep 

All my Sorrows to the Deep. 


When I drink dull Time away, 
Jolly Bacchus, ever gay, 

Leads me to delightful Bow'rs, . 
Full of Fragrance, full of Flow'rs: 
While I quaff the ſparkling Wine, 
And my Locks with Roſes twine, 
Then I praiſe Life's rural Scene, 
dweet, ſequeſter'd, and ſerene. 


When I drink the Bowl profound, 
Richeſt Fragrance Rowing round, 


1 
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2 
* 
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7 3 


— ' = — «% K— 
5 7 ; Þ. ew __ - * . OW 4 — 
- — — * * — * e l : | 
4 1 = 22 4 _ — 
* g 4 — 


L 30 } 
And ſome lovely Nymph detain, 
Venus then inſpires the Strain 
When from Goblets deep and wide, 
I exbauſtthe gen'rous Tide, | | 
All my Soul unbends—I play, 
Gameſome with the Young and Gay. 


SONG CCCXLYV, 
HEN 72/5 ſmil'd, her lovely Look 


My wand'ring Heart a Pris'ner took, 


And bound it with ſo ſtrong a Chain, 
I ne'er expect it back again. 


Then, 24, treat a Captive true 
With gentle Uſage—'tis its Due: 
It pants for thee alone : 
Then take it kindly to thy Breaſt, 
And give the weary Wand'rer Reſt, 
And keep it near thy own. 


SONG CCCXLVE. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard: 
WI ſhall Delia fly for Shelter? 


In what ſecret Grove or Cave? 
Sighs and Sonnets are ſent to melt her, 
From the Young, the Gay, the Brave; 
Tho' with prudiſh Airs ſhe ſtarch her, 
Still ſhe longs, and ſtill ſhe burns: 
Cupid ſhoots like Hymen's Archer, 
Whereſoe er the Damfel turns. 


4 Virtue, 


Na 
Un 


- 


AN i 
Virtue, Youth, good Senſe, and Beau 2? 
(If Diſcretion guide us not) + 
Sometimes are the Rufhan's Booty, 
Sometimes are the Booby's Lot: 
Now they're purchas'd by the Trader, 
Now commanded by the Peer ; 
Now ſome ſubtle mean Invader 
Wins the Heart or gains the Ear. 


O Diſcretion ! thou'rt a Jewel, 
Or our Grand-Mammas miſtake, + 
Stinting Flame by bating Fewel, 

Always careful and awake. 4 
Would you keep your Pearls from Tramplers, 
Weigh the Licence, weigh the Banns: 
Mark my Song upon your Samplers, * 
Wear it on your Knots and Fans. 


s Oo NG CCCXLVI. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


ID me, when forty Winters more | 

Have furrow'd deep my pallid Brow z 
When from my Head, a ſcanty Store, 

Lankly the wither'd Treſſes flow; 
When the warm Tide, that bold and ſtrong 

Now rolls impetuous on, and free, 
Languid and ſlow icarce ſteals along; 

Then bid me court Sobriety. 


Nature, who form'd the varied Scene 

Of Rage and Calm, of Froſt and Fire, 
Unerring Guide, could only mean 

That Age ſhould reaſon, Youth defire : 


3 Shall 
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Shall then that Rebel Man preſume 
(Inverting Nature's Law) to ſeize - 
The Dues of Age in Vouth's high Bloom, 
And join Impoſſibilities ? 
No Let me waſte the frolick May 
In wanton Joys and wild Excels,.. 
In Revel, Sport, and Laughter gay, 
And Mirth, and roſy Chearfalnefs. 
Woman, the Soul of all Delight, 
And Wine, the Aid of Love, be near; 


All charms me, that to Joy i incite ; . 
And e ev ry She, that's. kind, is fair. 


a 8 ON G CCCXLVHI. 
Taz Otzen or Exclisn LiazArr. 
The Words by G. A. Stevens. 
Sung by Mr. Hudſon. 
O Fn the Gods of the Greeks, at Ambroſia 


kee, rich Nectar were q uaffing: 
mus among them was ſat as a Gueſt, 
/ Homer ſays the s Celeſtials lov'd we 5 
So each in the Synod the Humoriſt droll'd 
v0 none could his Jokes difapprove ; 
He ſung, reparteed, and ſome ſmart Stories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon ove : 


„ Sire! Ailat, who long has the Univerſe bore, 
© Grows grievou tired of late; 
« He ſays, that are much worſe that 


ay 80 he begs 1 to be eas'd of their Weight.” 


Jovi J 


1 


Jove, ken 
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the Earth on poor Aa- was husl'd;,. 
From his Shoulders — the Ball, 
Gave his 1 Attractions the Charge of tho- 
Wosl 
And ſhe hung i it up high in his Hall. 


Miſs, pleas'd with the Preſent, review'd*the Globe 
round, | 
To ſee what each Climate was worth; 
Like a vom the whole-with an Aunoſphere.- 
oun 
And ſhe variouſly planted the Earth: 
With Silver, Gold, Jewels, ſhe India endow'd; 
France and Spain ſhe taught Vineyards to rear; 
What ſuited each Clime, oneach Clime ſhe beſtow'd, . 
And Fxzetpom ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


Four Cardinal Virtues ſhe. left in this Ile, 
As Guardians to cheriſh the Root ; 
The Bloſſoms of LizzxTr gan for to ſmile, 
And Englifmen fed on the Fruit: 
Thus * — thus bred, from a Bounty ſo rare, 
reſerve it as free as twas giv'n. 
e ai while we've Breath, nay, we'll graſp it in 
Death, 
Then return it untainted to Heay'n.. 


SONG CCCXLIX, 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 
ET 3 ſtill avoid, and be deaf to wr 
wain 
ho in Trapſports of Paſſion affeQs to co in; 
or his Ra 2 Love, in his Frenzy is ſhown; . 


and the B & that blows loudeſt is ſoon 3 | 
ut 


| 
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But the Shepherd, whom Cupid has pierc'd to the 
Heart, 
Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in the Smart; 
Or, in plaintive ſoft Murmurs, his Boſom-felt Woe, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding Current of Rivers, will 
a 1 flow. ; 
Tho? filent his Tongue, he will plead. with his 
Eyes, Nn | 
And his Heart own your Sway in a Tribute of 
Sighs: 
But when hy accoſts you, in Meadow or Grove, 
His Tale is ſo.tender—he cooes like the Dove. 


4 86 ON G ccc. 


A PASsTORAL So © 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set y Mr. Battiſhill. 


Wa Shepherd, or Nymph of the Grove; 
Can blame me for dropping a Tear, 
Or lamenting aloud, as I rove, 
Since Phebe no longer is here? 
My Flocks, if at Random they ſtray, 
What Wonder, if ſhe's from the Plains > 
Her Hand they were wont to obey: 
She rul'd both the Sheep and the Swains. 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray d 
To the Foot of yon neighbouring Hill, 
Ta the Bow'r we had built in the Shade, 
Or the River that runs by the Mill ? 
There, ſweet, by my Side as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond Stories I told, 
How ſweet was the Thruſh from the Spray. 
Or the Bleating of Lambs from the Fold? 


How 


Ali] 
In \ 


Eac 


She 
She 
The 


For 
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How oft* wou'd I prone. Charm, 


Which before had been hid from my View 


And, while Arm was infolded in Arm, 

My Lips to her Lips, how they grew! 
How long the ſweet Conteſt would Tait! 

Till the Hours of Retirement and Reſt; 
What Pleaſures and Pain each had paſt, 

Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt. 


No Changes of Place, or of Time, 
I felt when my Fair-one was near ; 
Alike was each Weather and Clime, 
Each Seaſon that chequer'd the Year: 
In Winter's rude Lap did we freeze, | 
Did we melt on the Boſom of May; 
Each Morn brought Contentment and Eaſe, 
If we roſe up to Work or to Play. 


She was all my fond Wiſhes could aſk ; 


She had all the kind Gods could impart; __ 


She was Nature's moſt beautiful Taſk, 
The Deſpair and the Envy of Art; 

There all that 1s worthy to prize, 
In all that was lovely was dreſt; 

For the Graces were thron'd in her Eyes, 


And the Virtues all lodg'd in her Breaft, 
SONG CCCLI. 


A favourite BALLAD, 
Set by Mr. Bates. 


Love, 
How can ye, ye Fair-ones, my Paſſion reprove ? 


* Merit and Reaſon give Sanction to 
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Fon: None. e but the Prude the ſoft Paſhon difdains; 
And. ſhe. boaſts of. a Virtue, which yet ſhe by 
feigns. 
Genteel is my Damon, engaging. his Air; 
And his Face, like the Morn, is both ruddy an 


fair: 
No Vanity ſways him, no Folly is en: 
But open's his Temper, and noble's his Mien. 


With Prudence illumin'd his Actions appear; 


His Paſſion is calm, and his Judgment is clear: 
Soft Love ſits enthron'd in the Beams of his Eyes; 
He is manly, yet tender; he's fond, yet he's wiſe, 


He's young and good-humour'd; he's gen'rous and 


And hidVoice can, like Mafick, drive Sorrow-away; 
An amiable Softneſs ſtill dwells bn his Speech; 
He's willing to learn, tho he's able to cory 
He has promis'd to love me as fong as T live, 


And his Heart is too honeſt to let bim deceive: - 
Then blame me, ye hy „if juſtly you can; 


For Merit. and Fandneſs iſtinguiſt the Man. 
SONG CCCLH;2. 


Sung by N Catley, iaLove IN a VILLAGE 


N Love ſhoold there meet a fond Pair, 
Untutor'd by Faſhion or, Art, 
Whoſe Wiſhes are warm and ſincere, 
, Whoſe Words are th' Exceſs of the Heart. - 


If aught of ſubſtantial Delight - 
p Gn this Side the Stars Bs be found; 
Tis ſure, when that Couple unite, . 


And Cupid by Hymen is crown d. | 
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*$ON G CCCLIN. 
Ser by Mr. Howard, | 
bi Words by Paul Whitehead, Ei Pom Laurcar.. 


+ 


| "REcITATIVE. | 
HEN Bacchus, jolly God, invites i”, ; 
To revel in his Ev'ning Rites, | 
n vain his Altar I ſurround, os 8 
Tho' with Burgundian Incenſe crown'd: 6 
o Charms has Wine without the Laſs.; | 
Tis Love gives Reliſh n the Glafs. 

| IR, 

hile all around, with jocund Glee, 
n Brimmers toaſt their fav'rite She, 
['ho' ev'ry Nymph my Tipe proclaim, 

y Heart till whiſpers C4loe's Name: 
Ind thus with me, by am'rous Stealth, 
till ev ry Glaſs is Chloe's Health. 


SONG CCCLIV. 
STRET RON Au D PHOEBE, 
| Ser by Dr. Arne. 
7 OUNG'-8:rephon long doated on Phwhe the 
Fair, 
hoſe Heart of his Anguiſh did fecretly ſhare z 
ut fearing his Paſſion wou'd changeable prove, 
he prudently check'd-the ſoft Dictates of Love. 
he Beauties you fancy, the Fair-one wou'd ſay, 
ire Charms of a Moment, and doom'd to decay; 
ove founded ſo ſlightly can never prove true; 
he Bloom diſappearing, the Paſſion dies too. 
O wrong 


G 
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O wrong not your Beauty, reply'd the fond Swain N. 
Its laſting Impreſſion will ever remain: 
Tho' Age, like the Winter, may blaft thy fair Prime, WM Bu 
Yet Virtue, {till blooming, gains Vigour by Time, 


The Strength of my Eyes with your Charms wil Th 

decline, 4 | 
Nor gaze at a Face that is younger than thine; W. 
While this faithful Heart, ever true to my Vow, N w. 
Preſerves thy dear Image, as bright as *tis now, 


Then baniſh, dear Phebe, each Doubt, and exc 
Fear, | v7 | 
That make fancy'd Evils like real ones appear ; 
The ſwift-flying Moments with Ardour improve, 
And grant the Reward that is due to my Love, You 


Kind Phæbe aſſenting, believ'd the fond Youth, M Yor 
Who prov'd that his Paſſion was founded on Truti His 
And, tho' envious Age may her Beauty impair, 
Her Virtue and Honour will ever be fair. The 
| Anc 
SO NG CCCLV 
Colix and PHILLIS. 4 Paſtoral Dialogue. — 
Sung in TE ArCaDIan Nur rials. ** 
i 
CoLin, 

ARK ! bark! o'er the Plains what glad T ve! 
mults we hear! | All- 

How gay all the Nymphs and the Shepherds apper 
With Myrtles and Roſes new deck'd are the Bow'nW Tha: 


And every Buſh bears a Garland of Flow'rs. In a 
I can't, for my Life, what it means underſtand: 


There's ſome rural Feſtival ſurely at Hand; 


( 301 ] 
WM Not Berra nor Sheep-ſheering, now can take 
n | xs ITY 
But Phillis will tell me the Truth of the Caſe. 
| [Phillis enters. 
. PriLL1s, 
ug The Truth, honeſt Lad ?—why ſurely you know 
What Rites are prepar'd in the Village below, 
Where gallant young'T hyr/is, ſo fam'd and ador'd, 
Weds Daphne, the Siſter of Corin our Lord ; 
That 22 whoſe Beauty, Good - nature, and 
e, | 
All Fancies can ſtrike, and all Judgments can 
pleaſe ; 
That Corin—but Praiſe muſt the Matter'give o'er ; 
You know what he is—and I need ſay no more. 
Colin. 
Young Thyr/is too claims all that Honour can lend, 
uy His Countrymen's Glory, their Champion and 
Friend, a | 
Tho? ſuch flight Memorials ſcarce ſpeak his Deſerts ; 
And, traſt me, his Name is engrav'd on their Hearts. 
PnILLIs. : 
But hence, to the Bridal, behold how they throng ! 
Each Shepherd conducting his Sweetheart along: 
The joyous Occaſion all — inſpires 
With tender Affections and chearful Deſires. 
DvueTrTo. | 
Ye Pow'rs, that o'er conjugal Union preſide, 
An look down on the Bridegroom and 
Bride, 
That Beauty, and Virtue, and Valour may ſhine 
In a = like themſelves, with no End to the 
Ct 


i Let 


< 


r 
Let Honour and Glory, and Riches and Praiſe, 
Uorcealing attend them-thro* numerous Days; 

Aud, while in a Palace Fate fixes their Lot, I» 


Oh! may they live eaſy as thoſe in a Cot ! 
en "$0 NT CEOEvL. 
Tas DiSAPPOINTMEN PF. 


"4s Lung ty Mr. Hudſon. 


Shepherds, give Ear to my Lay, 
They have nothing to do but to ſtray, 


And take no more Heed of my Sheep; 


I have nathing to do but to weep, 
Yet do not my Folly reprove.; , 
She was fair—and my Paſſion begun; 
She ſmil'd - aud I could not but love; Perc 
She is faithleſs— and I am undone, Swe 


Perhaps I was void of all Thought; 
Perhaps it was plain to foreſee, 
That a Nymph fo compleat would be ſought 
By a Swain more engaging than -me. 
Ah! Love ev'ry Hope can inſpire, 
It baniſhes Wiſdom the while; 
And the Lip of the Nymph we admire 
Seems for ever adorn'd with a Smile, 


She is faithleſs, and I am undone; 

Ye that witnefs the Woes Iendure, 
Let Reaſon inſtruct you to ſhun 

What it cannot inſtruct you to cure, 
Beware how ye loiter in vam 
Amid Nymphs of an higher Degree: 
It 18 not for me to explain | 
How fair and how fickle they be. 0! 
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O ye Woods! ſpread your Branches apace, 
To your deepeſt Receſſes I fly; 
I would hide with the Beaſts of the Chace; 
I would vaniſh. from ev'ry Eye. 
Yet my Reed ſhall reſound through the Grove, 
With the ſame ſad Complaint it begun, 
How ſhe ſmil'd, and I could not but love, 
Was faithleſs, and I am undone. 


SON G CCCLVIL 
Sung in ELIZA. Set by Dr. Arne. 


HE Woodlark whiſtles through the Groye, 
Tuning the ſweeteſt Notes of Love 

To pleaſe his Female on the Spray; 

Perch'd by his Side, her little Breaſt 

Swells with a Lover's Joy confeſt, 
To hear, and to reward the Lay, 

Come then, my Fair-one, let us prove 

From their Example how to love : 
For thee the early Pipe P11 breathe ; 

And when my Flock return to Fold, 

Their Shepherd to thy Boſom hold, 
Andcrown him with the nuptial Wreath. 


SONG CCCLVIL, 
Sung by Miſs Radley, in Tus PaDLoOCks 
Set by Mr. Dibdin. 


AST a Shepherds Maid, to keep 

On yonder Plains a Flock of Sheep; 
Vell pleas'd, I'd watch the live-long Day 
ly Ewes at feed, my * at play: 


Or, 


r 
Or, would ſome Bird that Pity brings, 
But for a Moment lend its Wings; n 
My Parents they might rave and ſcold, : 
My Guardian ſtrive my Will to hold; 7 
f 
A 


Their Words are harſh, his Walls are high, 
But ſpite of all, away I'd fly, 
SONG CCCLEX. 
Sung by Mi/s Radley, in Taz PadLock, 


H 
M 
AY, little fooliſh flutt'ring Thing, v 
Whither, ah! whither would you wing H 
Your airy Flight? 


Stay here and ſing, — 
Your Miſtreſs to delight. 7 
No, no, no, 


Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go, 
Where, you Wanton, could you be 


Half ſo happy, as with me? 


SONG CCCLX, 
A favaurite CAN TATA. 


Sung by Mr. Weiſchel, Set h Mr. Phil. Hayes, 
RecitTarive Accompanied. 
HERE'ER I turn my raviſh'd Eyes, 
Enchanting Scenes of Viſion riſe ; 
As gay as erſt in golden Times, | 
When Nature blels'd alike all Climes, 
| Arx. 
See how the beauteous bluſhing Roſe 
In vernal Pride uprival'd glows! _ 
And Flow'rs ſpontaneouſly diſpenſe 
Unwonted Fragrance to the Senſe. 


Rec" 
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ReciTaTive Accompanied. 
But hark! what Muſic ftrikes mine Ear? 
Such charming Sounds methinks I hear, 
As ſure beſpeak the Goddeſb near: | 
And ſee! fair Flora on her Way 
Advance, to chant the Hymn'of May / 
Arx. Ar 
Hail bounteous May, that doſt inſpire 
Mirth and Youth, and warm Deſire! 97, 7665 
Woods and Groves are of thy drefling, 
Hill and Dale doth boaſt thy Bleſſing. 
Alx. | 
Thus we ſalute thee with our early Song, 
And welcome thee, and wiſh thee long. 


S ON G |CCCLXI. 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin, in Tur PADLOCK. 


EAR Heart! what a terrible Life am I led ? © 
A Dog has a better that's ſhelter'd and fed; 
Night and Day tis the ſame, | 
My Pain is dere Game; 
Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead. 


Whate'er's to be done, 
Poor Black muſt run; 
Mungo here, Mungo dere, 
Mungo every where. 8 
Above or below, 6 0 
Sirrah, come, Sirrah, go; 24 n N 
Do ſo, and do ſo. | | 
Oh! Oh! # Wadde 53; 
Me wiſh tode Lord me was dead. 

P 8: SONG 


WA. 

none 

4 favourite n Lern Ear 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HE Card invites, in Crowds we fly, 
To join the jovial routful Cry; 

What Joy from Cares and Plagues all Day, 
To hie to the Midnight Hark- away! 
Nor Want, nor Pain, nor Griefs, nor Care, 
Nor droniſh Huſbands enter there; 
The briſk, the bold, the young, the gay, 
All hie to the Midnight Hark-away. | 


Uncounted ſtrikes the Morning Clock, 
And drowſy Watchmen idly knock; 
»Till Daylight peeps, we ſport and play, 
And roar to the jolly Hark-away. 

When tir'd with Sport, to Bed we creep, 
And kill the tedious Day with Sleep, 
To- morrow's welcome Call obey, 

And again to the Midnight Hark-away. 


SONG CCCLXII 
PasTORAL BALLAD, 
Set and ſung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 


8 aroſe at early Dawn, 
And ſought as wont his fleecy Care; 
His fleecy Care, alas! were gone, 
Nor knew the hapleſs Shepherd where: 


o = 
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In vain each Hill, in vain each Dale, 
Each Dell, each Brake he travers'd round; 
Each pathleſs Wood and flow'ry Vale, 
But not one Lambkin could be found. 


Cælia, he cry'd, my Flocks are fled, 
How ſhall I e'er thy Grief aſſuage? 
How ſhall I cheer thy drooping Head, 

If Poverty ſhould mark my Age ? 
Said ſhe, my Love, Misfortune's Dart 
Is pointed, and is ſpent in vain ; 
While poſſeſs my Shepherd's Heart, 
I laugh at Ills, and ſmile at Pain. 


Tho? ev'ry Lambkin devious ſtray, 
And grace our envious e Folds, 
Nought can thy Cælia's Soul diſmay, 
ile'Strephon to her Breaſt ſhe holds: 
Said he, my warmeſt Thanks, O! take, 
Hence ſhalt thou be my only Care; 
IfI thy Virtues e' er forlake, 
May Heav'n regardleſs hear my Pray'r. 


If from thy lovely Form mine Eyes 
Should ſwerve but in the leaſt Degree; 
Thy dear Idea will ariſe, 8 
And lead the Wand” rer back to thee. 
Thus long they liv'd, and long they lov'd, 
As oft I've heard the Story told ; 
Kind Heav'n their Fortitude approy'd, 
And amply fill'd the Shepherd's Fold. 


Þ; SONG 


1 
8 ONG oo. 
"Ba; . Tas BACCHANALIAN, 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 
Ser by My. Topping, f 


ONTENTED Lam, and contented 1'l1 be, 
For what can this World more afford, 
Than a Girl that will ſociably ſit on my Knee, 
And a Cellar that's plenteouſſy or d? 


See! my Vault Door is open, deſcend ev'ry Guell, 
Tap the Caſk, for the Wine we will try ; 

*Tis as (weet as the Lips of your Love to your Taſte, 
And as bright as her Cheeks to your Eye. 


In a Piece of Slit-hoop I my Candle have ſtuck, 
*Twill-light us each Bottle to Hand; - 

The Foot of my Glaſs for the Purpoſe I've broke, 
For I hate that a Bumper-ſhould ſtand. 


Sound that Pipe—=——tis in Tune, and the Bins 
are well fill' d. 

View that Heap of Champaigne i in the Rear 3 

Thoſe Bottles are Burgund ſde how they're pil'd, 
Like Artillery—Tier over Tier.,,, _. 

My Cellar's my Camp, and my Soldiers my . laſs 
All gloriouſly rang'd in Review; 

When I caſt my Eyes round; 1 conſider my Caſks 
As Kingdoms I've got to ſubdue. 

*Tis my Will, when I die, nota Tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No Hic jacet be grav'd on my Stone; 

But pour on my Coffin a Bottle of Red, 
Ard ſay that my E is done. 


1 SONG 
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SONG CCCLXV. 


Set by Dr. Hayes, | 


ET 2 F rench hop and ſing, and a Cage re- 
iſh beſt, | 
Like * who their Freedom have loſt from their 
eſt; Ky 
But Britons deſerving a much better Fate. 
(Should they chance to be caught by the Limes» 
Twigs of State) 
Are Birds that have fled and ſweet Liberty known, 
Whoſe. Songs are no more, when their Freedom is 
gone. 


So Judab's ſweet Harps on the Willows were hung, 
In a Land of Oppreſſion, untun'd and anſtrang : 

To aſk of the Captives a Song was 1n vain, 

Till Liberty ſtrung them and tun'd them again, 


SONG CCCEXVL. 
SOLICITUDE. A Paſtoral. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Dr. Arne. 


HY will you my Paſſion reprove ? 

\ Why term it a Folly to grieve? - 
Ere I tell you the Charms of my Love, 

She is fairer than you can believe: 
With her Mien ſhe enamours the brave; 

With her Wit ſhe. engages the free; 
With her Modeſty — the grave: 

She is ev'ry Way pleaſing to me. 


* 
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When Celadon tries in the Dance 

Some Favour with Phillis to find; 
O! how with one trivial Glance 

Might ſhe ruin the Peace of my Mind! 
In Ringlets he dreſſes his Hair, 

And his Crook is beſtudded around; 
And his Pipe—O ! may Pill; beware 

Of a Magie there is in the Sound! 


Let his Crook be with Hyacinths bound, 
© So Phillis the Trophy deſpiſe; 
Let his Forehead with Laurels be Sed, 
So they ſhine not in Phillis's Eyes: 
The Language that flows from the Heart, 
+ Is a Stranger to Celadon's Tongue; 
Yet may ſhe beware of his Art, 
Or ſure I muſt envy the Song. 


SONG  ECCLXVII. 


'/ fovenrite Song in the BynesIAn Moon 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


F I was a Wife, > 
And my deareſt dear Life 
Took it foto his Noddle to die 
Ere I took the Whim 
To be bury'd with him, 
I think I'd — very well why. 


If poignant my Grief, 
Pd ſearch for Relief, 4 
Nor ſink with the Weight of my Care; 
A Salve might be found, * 
No Doubt, above Ground; : | 
And I think I know very well where. 


* 


Ar 


91 


Another kind Mate, > 4256 cites ag 
Should give me what Pate ae 
Would not from the former allow 
With him I'd amuſe N 


The Hours you abuſe, | 1 
And I think I know very well how. © DET dar 


'Tis true, I'm a Maid, of DAG nut 
And ſo't may be ſaid; 5 e 
No judge of the conjugal Lot; 3 
Yet Marriage, I ween, .' '* 
Has a Cure for the Spleen, 
And I think I know very well what. 


$ O NG ccixvm. 
Sung by My. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Het by err. 


AS Nanny but a rural Maid, 
And I her only Swain, 

To tend her Flocks in yerdant Mead, 
And on the verdant Plain ; 

Oh! how I'd pipe upon my Reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely Maid ; 

While of all Senſe of Care we're freed, 
Beneath an oaken Shade. 


When Lambkins under Hedges bleat, 
And Rain ſeems in the Sky; 
Then to our oaken ſafe Retreat, 
We'd both together hie! 
There I'd regeat my Vows of Love 
Unto my charming Fair, v. * 
Whilſt her dear flutt'ring Heart would prove 


A Mind like mine fincere, * 
a N ls Let 


t] 
Let others faney courtly Joys, baia 1 8 
d live in rural Ea: :,: 902 0 
Then Grandeur; Buſtle, Pride, and Noiſe, 

ould ne'er my Fancy pleaſe. 
In Nanny ev'ry Joy combines. 
With Grace and blooming youth, 
Sincerity and Virtue ſhines, 
With Modeſty and Truths, 


SO N G CCCLXIX. 
A favourite Song for tauo Paicer, , See by Sig. Gall, 


HEN firſt I ſaw thee graceful move, 
Ah! me, what meant my throbbing Break ? 
Say, ſoft Confuſion, art thou Love? 
If Love thou art, then farewell Reſt. 


With gentle Smiles aſſuage the Pain 
Thoſe gentle Smiles Nd firſt create; 
And tho' you may not love again, 
In Pity, ah! forbear to hate. 


\ 8 o N G | CCCLXAX, 


4 1 Song in TAMERLANE. 


O thee,” O! gentle Sleep, alone 
Is owing: all our Peace; 
By thee our Joys ate heighten'd thown, 
By thee our Sorrows ceale, 


The Nymph whoſe Hand by Fraud or Force 
Some Tyrant has poſſeſs'd, 

By thee obtaining a Divorce, 
In her own Choice i is bleſs'd. 


* 


„ 18 
Oh! ſtay, Arpaſſa bids thee ſtay, * 
The ſadly weeping Fair 4 2 
Conjures thee not to loſe, in Day, 4 
The Object of her Care. | 
To graſp whoſe 8 Form ſhe ſought, 
That Motion chas'd her Sleep: 
Thus by ourſelves are oftneſt wrought, 
The Griefs for which we weep. 


SONG CCCLXXI. 
4 favourite Duet, in SOLOMON» 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


HOU ſoft Invader of the Soul, 
Oh! Love, who ſhall thy Pow'r controul ? 


To quench thy Fires, whole Rivers drain, 
Thy burning Heat ſhall ſtill remain. 

In vain we trace the Globe to try, 

If powerful Gold thy Joys can buy; 

The Treaſures of the World will prove 
Too poor a Bribe to purchaſe Love. 


SONG CCCLXXII. 
THz Charms or BAL. 


Set by Dr. Arne, 


AIR is the Swan, the Ermine white, 
And fair the Lily of the Vale: 

The Moon, reſplendent Queen of Night, 

And Snows that drive before the Gale, 


In Fairneſs theſe the reſt excell, 
But fairer is my Jabel. 
P 6 Sweet 


# 
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Sweet is the Vi'let, ſweet the Roſee 3 
And ſweet the Morning Breath of May : 
Carnations rich their Sweets diſcloſe, 7 


And ſweet the winding Woodbines ſtray. 


In Sweetneſs theſe the reſt excell, 
But ſweeter is my Jabel. 


Conſtant the Poets call the Dove, 
And am'rous they the Sparrow call; 
Fond is the Sky-Lark of his Love, 
And fond the feather'd Lovers all. 


In Fondneſs theſe the reſt excell, 
But fonder I of Jabel. 


SONG CCCLXXII. 
Tart REvenGE. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


1 I beheld you all divine, 
And fondly thought your Paſſion true, 
I, Chloe, call'd you only mine, 
And lov'd no other Nymph but you, 
How cou'd I think a Face ſo fair, 
Cou'd now ſo falſe and fickle prove; 
That you who did ſo often ſwear, 
Wou'd eyer break the Bonds of Love ? 


But I no longer feel your Chain, 

Nor you poſſeſs your wonted Pow'r; 
No longer I a Slave remain, 
A Chloe's Captive as before: 


But 
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But go, and other Hearts beguile, . 
Go, and ſome other Conqueſt find g 

'Tis you that ſhew a flatt'rivg Smile, 5 
"Tis you can kill while yet you're kind. 


s ON G  CCCLXXIV. 
4 favourite Scotch Song. 
Set by Mr. Hook. ; 


Y Laddie is gang'd far away o'er the Plain, 
M While in Sorrow behind I am forc'd to rg» 
main; l 

Tho? Blue- bells and Vi'lets the Hedges adorn, . 
Tho' Trees are in Bloſſom, and ſweet blows the 

Thorn ; | 4 
No Pleaſure they give me; in vain they look gay, 
There's nothing can pleaſe me now Fockey's away; 
Forlorn J fit ſinging, and this is my Strain, 
Haſte, haſte, my dear Jockey, to me back again. 


When Lads and their Laſſes are on the Green met, 
They dance and they fing, they laugh and they chat; 
Contented and happy, with Hearts full of Glee, 

] can't without Envy their Merriment fee: 
Their Paſtimes offend me, my Laddie's not there, 
No Pleaſure I reliſh that Tockey don't ſhare ; 

It makes me to figh, I can ſcarce Tears refrain, 

I wiſh my dear Jockey return'd back again. 


But Hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair; 
He promis'd he wou'd in a Fortnight be here; 
On fond Expectation my Wiſhes I'd feaſt, 

For Love my dear Jockey to Jenm will haſte : 


Then 


* 7 
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hen farewel each Care, ac eu eich vain Sigh, 


Who'll then be ſo bleſt, or ſo happy as I ? 


P11 fing thro? the Meadows, and alter my Strain, 
When Fockey returns to theſe Arms back again, 


s ON G cccrxxv. 
Sung in Turk ROA SHEPHERD, 
OWS of Love ſhould ever bind 
Men who are to Honour. true; 
They muſt have a Savage Mind, 

Who refuſe the Fair their Due. 
Scorn'd and hated may they be, 
Wo from Conſtancy do ſwerve ; 

So may ev'ry Nymph agree 
All ſach faithlefs Swains to ſwerve. 


s oOoN G CCCOLXXVI. 
Sung in TER Carpricious Lovers, 


VOR various Purpoſe ſerves the Fan, 

F As thus a decent Blind, 

Between the Sticks to peep at Man, 
Nor yet betray your Mind. 


Zach Action has a Meaning plain, 
Reſentment's in the Snap; 

A Flirt expreſſes ſtrong Diſdain, 
Conſeat a gentle Tap. 

All Paſſions will the Fan diſeloſe, 
All Modes of Female Art, 

And to Advantage ſweetly ſhews 

The Hand, if not the Heart. 


t 7 
'Tis ay eptre, firſt deflgn'd 
ov 


By $ ca me Boy, $. 
Who knows How all Mankind 4. . 
Are werb U wh o. ap che 


SONG CCCLXXVIL. 
—_ at Vauxhall, : 
„Se by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


Give me that ſocial Delight, 

Which none but true Lovers receive, 
When Luna bedecks the ſtill Night, 

And glances her Smiles on the Eve: 
When to the fair Meadows we go, 

Where Peace and Contentment retire ; 
Or down the ſmooth Current we row, 7 

In Time with the Flutes and the Lyre. 


+ 8” 


e 


By Nature theſe Pictures are drawn: 
How ſweet is each Landſcape diſpos d 
The Proſpe& extends to the Lawn, 
Or by the tall Beeches is clos d, 
Come, Sparks, attend to the Scene + : 
The Clouds are all vaniſh'd above; 
The Objects around are ſerene, | 
As modell'd to Mufic and Love. 


SONG CCCLXAXVIL. 
CanTATA. 


Sung by Mrs. Scott. Set by Dr. Arne. 


RECITATIVE. 
HEN wintry Blaſts and ruffling Storms ex- 
pire, 
And Nature kindles up her genial Fire; 
Then 
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Then the gay Park py on a lively Green, - 
And Sylvia there in all her Charms is ſeen : 
O'er her ſtain'd Cheeks, Vermilion. Bluſhes ran; 
A Goddeſs mov'd, and Florio thus began: 
eau AIR. | 

Think, peerleſs Fair-one, then explain, 

When tender Paſſions riſe, 
Why pantsmy Heart with pleaſing Pain, 

Why languiſh thus my Eyes? 
"Tis ſurely Nature's gentle Call, 


Love's ſweeteſt Joys to prove; Thi 
*Tis Youth, tis Health, tis Life, tis all; 
For what means Life but Love? Our 
RecitarTive. 


Here, his Voice failing, as his Rapture roſe, 

In moving _ he ſeem'd to breathe his Vows ; 

Soon to his Heart the refluent Spirits came, 

And thus blaz'd forth the Brightneſs of his Flame, 
Air. | 

Now ſpringing Verdure decks the Plains, 

And Love o'er youthful Nations reigns ; 

In thy dear Breaſt ſoft Paſſions riſe, 

And ſhed new Softneſs o'er thy Eyes: 

Improve, ſweet Maid, the ſmiling Hour, 

Yield to Hymen's gentle Pow'r, 

So ſhall the World my Sylvia find, 

Strictly good, and fondly kind. 
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SONG CCCLXXIX. 
Tun Harry SHEPHERD. 1 


Sung at Ranelagh. 


ITH Phillis 'll trip o'er the Meads, ae 
And haſten away to the Plain, 
Where Shepherds attend with their Reeds, 
To welcome my Love and her Swain. 4 
The Lark is exalted in Air, 
The Linnet ſings perch'd on the ey! ; 
Our Lambs ſtand in Need of our Care, 
Then let us not lengthen Delay. 


What Pleaſures I-feel with my Dear, 

While gameſome young Lambs are at Sport, 
Exceed the Veligbts of a Peer, 

That ſhines-with ſach Grandeur at Court. 

When Colin and Strephon go by, * 

They form a Diſguiſe for a While; ; 
They ſee how Pm bleſt with a Sig 

But Envy forbids them to ſmile. 


Let Courtiers of Liberty prate, 8 
T* enjoy it. take infinite Pains ; 
But Liberty's primitive State _- 
Is only enjoy'd on the Plains, 
With Phillzs J rove to and fro. - 
With her my gay Minutes are ſpent T Fg 
'Twas Phillis firſt taught me to kno ,, © 
That Happineſs flows from 11 FRA N 20 


1 
Then the gay Park puts on a lively Green, 
And Sylvia there in all her Charms is ſeen: 
O'er her ſtain'd Cheeks, Vermilion Bluſhes ran; 
A Goddeſs mov'd, and Florio thus began: 
10 AIR. 
Think, peerleſs Fair- one, then explain, 
When tender Paſſions riſe, 
Why pants my Heart with pleaſing Pain, 
Why languiſh thus my Eyes ? 
"Tis ſurely Nature's gentle Call, 
Love's ſweeteſt Joys to prove 
*Tis Youth, tis Health, tis Life, tis all; 
For what means Life but Love ? 


RECITATIVE. 


Here, his Voice failing, as his Rapture roſe, 

In moving Sighs he ſeem'd to breathe his Vows; 
Soon to his Heart the refluent Spirits came, 

And thus blaz'd forth the Brightneſs of his Flame, 


Air. 
Now ſpringing Verdure decks the Plains, 
And Love o'er youthful Nations reigns ; 


In thy dear Breaſt ſoft Paſſions riſe, 
And ſhed new Softneſs o'er thy Eyes: 


Improve, ſweet Maid, the ſmiling Hour, But I 
Yield to Hymen's gentle Pow'r, 205 
So ſhall the World my Sylvia find, war 


Strictly good, and fondly kind. 


. 
J 
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80 N G CCCLXXIX. 
Tre HAPPY SHEPHERD, 


Sung at Ranelagh. 


ITH PB ll trip o'er the Meads, 
And haſten away to the Plain, 
Where Shepherds attend with their Reeds, 
To welcome my Love and her Swain. 
The Lark is exalted in Air, 
The Linnet ſings perch'd on the ay ; 
Our Lambs ſtand in Need of our Care, 
Then let us not lengthen Delay. 


What Pleaſures I-feel with my Dear, 

While gameſome young Lambs are at Sport, 
Exceed the Velights of a Peer, 

That ſhines-with ſach Grandeur at Court. 
When Colin and Strephon go by, 1 

They form a Diſguiſe for a While; ; 
They ſee how Pm bleſt with-a-Sigh, © 

But Envy forbids them to ſmile. 


Let Courtiers of Liberty prate, Sc 
T* enjoy it take inſinite Pains ; 
But Liberty's primitive Statte 
Is only enjoy'don the Plains. 9 „ 
With . I rove to and fro, p | | 
ith her my gay Minutes are ſpen . 
'Twas Phillis Fr 9 ht me to kobe: * Pip 
That lapping flows from enten. K 


TP 
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$ ON G 'CCCLXXX, 
HY will Florella, when I gaze, 
My raviſh'd Eyes reprove, 


And chide them from the only Face 
They can behold with Love ? 


To eaſe my Pain, and ſooth my Care, 
I ſeek a Nymph more kind, 
And as I rove from Fair to Fair, 
Still gentle Uſage find. 


But, oh ! bow weak is er "ry Joy 
Where Nature has no Part ? 
ere Beauties may my Eyes employ, 
But yqu alone my Heart. 


Thus I Exiles, when they roam, 
Meet 2 v'ry where ; 
But languiſh for their native Home, 
Though Death attends them there. 


8 G N G cc xl. 
7 eee ; 


Y roving Gy aft, with Pride, 
Difloly'd 1 855 * Chalns; 3 
The "ay n, Deity | 

d {corh'd his ya Pains: 


But Ng Form, refiffleſs,” fiream 
Such Charms as muſt controul ; 

In thee the faireſt Features beam, 
The nobleſt, brighteſt Soul, 


9010 2 


How 


Pleas 
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leas'd in thy Converſe all the Day, 
Life's Sand unheeded runs; 
With thee'I'd hail the rifitg Ray, 
And talk down Summer's Suns. 
Our Loves congenial ſtill the ſame, 
With equal Force ſhall ſhine, 
No cloy'd Deſires ſhall damp the Flame, 
_ Which Friendſhip will refine, | 
s O0 NG CCCLXXXI. * 
Set by Mr. Handel. 


EEG, OP i © ein wet ra 
Or Miriam's taneful Voice. 
To Sounds like his I'would afpire,  _ 
in Songe [i% Bar I WT FOES... 


22 


1 


My humble Strains but faintly HOW, 
How much to Heaven and ther I W j 
'$ O N G-+CCCLXXXBL. © 
Arie "to t M 
Sung at Vauxhall. Se by Mr, Battiſhill, | 
O Reaſon, ye Fair-ones, aſſert your Pretence, 
Nor hearken to Language beneath 1 
Senſe: 10 £1.50 ene 


When Angels Men call ye, and Homage would pay, 
If you credit the Tale, you're as faulty as they. => 


Ten thouſand gay Stenes are preſented to View, 
Ten thouſand ' Oaths ſwore, hut not one of them 
——— ene 
Such Paſſions, O heed not, unleſb to deride, 
Leſt a Victim you fall to an ill-grounded * . 
Freter 
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Prefer ye the Dictates of Virtue to Sound, ore 
True Bleflings can ne' er without Goodneſs be found . M. 
Leave Folly and Faſhions, e of Youth, WV her 
And ſtick to their Oppolites, Freedom and Truth, a 
42 : e pe 
SONG | CCCLXXXIV. WI 
: . Cowpan Knows. 70 
Sung at Vauxhall. New et y Mr. Smith, 
HEN Summer comes, the Swains on Tau 
Sing their ſucceſsful Loves; 
Around the Ewes and Lambkins feed, 
And Muſick fills the Groves: 
But my lov'd Song is then the Broom, A 
So fair on Cotudes Knows 3 24 
For ſure ſo ſweet, fo fair a Bloom, * y 
Elſewhere there never grows. | i T7 
There Colin tun'd his Qaten Reed, be 
And won my yielding Heart; nd E 
No Shephkri rer that dwelt on Tveed, he þ 
Could play with half ſuch Art; "By 
He ſang of Tay, of orth, and Chat, ng lack 
The Hills and Dales all round. os 
Of Leader baugbi, and Leader-fides © 
Oh | how 1 bleſt the Sound. ove { 
1 2 - nd Y 
Yet more delightful is the Broom, + - 1 
80 fair on Conan Knows Log id D 
For ſure:ſo freſh; ſo bright » Bloom, nd in 


Elſewhere there never grows. X 
Not Tiv1of Braes ſo reen and gay, | 
May with this Broom compare; 
Not Yarrow Ranke in flow'ry May, 


y o 3 * 


C 
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ore pleaſing far are Coden Knows, 
My peaceful happy Home; 
Vhere I was wont to milk my Ewes, 
At Eve among the Broom: _ 
Ve Pow'rs-that haunt the Woods and Plains, ; 
Where Tweed and Tiviot flows; 
onvey me to the beſt of Swains, 
And my lov'd Cowden Knows. 


SONG CCCLXXXV. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


O more ſhall the Meads be deckt with Flow'rs, 
Nor Sweetneſs dwell in roſy Bow'rs ; 
or greeneſt Buds in Branches ſpring, 
(or warbling Birds delight to fing ; 
or April Violets paint the Grove, 
[ forſake my Celia's Love. 


he Fiſh ſhall in the Ocean burn, 

nd Fountains ſweet ſhall bitter turn, 
he humble Vale no Flood ſhall know, 
hen Floods ſhall higheſt Hills o'erflow ; 
lack Lethe ſhall Oblivion leave, 

eermy Celia I deceive. 


ove ſhall his Bow and Shaft lay by, 

nV nu Doves want Wings to ff; 
he Sun refuſe to ſhew his Light, 

nd Day be turned into Night; 

nd in that Night no Star appear, 

cerl leave my Celia dear, | 


SONG 
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S ON G CCCLXXXVLG 

' The Words by Mr. Gay, * 0 | 

LL in the Down: the Fleet was moor'd, 
The Streamers waving in the Wind, 
When black-ey'd Saſan came on board, 

Oh! where ſhall I my True-love find? 

Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among your Crew? 


William, who high upon the Tard, 

Rock'd by the Billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known Voice he heard, 

He ſigh'd, and caſt his Eyes below; | 
The Cords fly ſwiftly thro? his glowing Hands, 
And quick as Light'ning on the Deck he ſtands, 
So the ſweet Lark, high-pois'd in Air, 

Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, 

If chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he hear, 

And drops at once into her Neft. 

The nobleſt Captain in the Britiſb Fleet 
Might envy #V#liam's Lips thoſe Kifles ſweet. 


O Su/an ! Suſan! lovely Dear! 

My Vows ſhall ever true remain ; 
Let me wipe off that falling Tear; 

We only part to. meet-again. 
Change as ye lift, ye Winds, my Heart ſhall be 
The faithful Compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 


Believe not what the. Landmen ſay, | 
Who tempt with-Doubts thy-conſtant Mind; 
They'll tell the Sailors, when away, 
In ev'ry Port a Miſtreſs find: 2, 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 
2. 


4 . 
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If to fair India's Coaſt we ſail, 
Thine Eyes are ſeen in Di'monds bright; 
Thy Breath is Afric's ſpicy Gale; 
Thy Skin is Ivory ſo white: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous Object that I view I 1 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charm of lovely Sue. 


Tho? Battle calls me from thy Arms, 
Let not my pretty Saſan mourn ; 
Tho' Cannons roar, yet ſafe from Arms, 
William ſhall to his Dear return: 
Love turns aſide the Balls that round me fly, ; 
Leſt precious Tears ſhould drop from Su/an's Eye. 


The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 
The Sails therr ſwelling Boſoms ſpread ; 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board ; | 
They kiſe'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his Head. 
Her leſs*ning Boat unwilling rows te Land; 
Adieu! ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her Lily Hand. 


.$ O NG CCCLAXXVIL 
ConTenT. A Paſtoral Ballad. 


Sung by My. Hudſon, 
Set by Mr. Goodwin, un. | 
ER Moorlands and Mountains, rude; barren 
and bare, 
As wilder'd and wearied I roam, | 


A gentle young Shepherdeſs ſees my Deſpair 
And leads 10 ver Lawns to her Home; 52 


Yellow 


E 
9 LOT 
Yellow Sheaves, from rich Ceres, her Cottage had 
crown'dy” 3&3 vote 
Green Ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the Floor; 
Her n ſweet Woodbines crept wantonly 
round, 1; | | 
And deck'd the Sod Seats at her Door. 
We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling Repaſt, 
Freſh Fruits, and ſhe culPd me the beſt ; 
Whilſt thrown from my Guard, by ſome Glances 
| ſhe caſt, 
Love flily ſtole into my Breaſt. 
I told my ſoft Wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
(Ye Virgins, her Voice was divine) 
Tue rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
Yet take me, fond Shepherd, I'm thine. 


Her look was ſo modeſt, her Aſpect ſo meek, 
So ſimple, yet neat were her Charms ; 
I kiſs'd the ripe Roſes that glow'd on her Cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd Maid in my Arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few Sheep, 
And if on the Banks, by the Stream, 
Reclin'd on her Boſom I ſink into Sleep, 
Her Image ſtill ſoftens my Dream. 


Together we range o'er the ſlow-riſing Hills, For 1 
Delighted with paſtoral Views : J | 
Or reſt on the Rock where the Streamlet diſtils, 


* 
* 


And mark out new Themes for my Muſe. be ga 
To Pomp, or proud Titles ſhe ne er did aſpire, Turn 
The Damſel's of humble Deſcent; M 
The Cottager Peace is well known for her Sire, Tis t 


And the Shepherds have nam'd her Content. And! 


SONG 


A 
J 


„ 
8s ON G cectxxxvm. 
det by Dr. Arne. In Tus War To Kr Hin. 
The Words by David Garrick, Ef. 
E fair married Dames, who fo often deplore, | 
That a Lover once bleſs'd is a Lover no more; 


Attend to my Counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That Prudence muſt cheriſh what Beauty has caught. 


The Bloom of your' Cheek, and the Glanceof your 
Eye, a . 

Your Roſes and Lilies may make the Men ſigh; 

But Roſes and Lilies, and Sighs paſs away, 

And Paſſion will die as your Beauties decay, 


Uſe the Man that you wed like your fav rite Quittars 
Tho? Muſic in both, they are both apt to jar; 

How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate Touch, 

Not handled too roughly; nor play'd on too much ! 


The Sparrow and Linnet will feed from your Hand, 

Grow tame by your Kindneſs, and come at Com- 
mand: 

Exert with your Huſband the ſame happy Skill; 

For Hearts, like your Birds, may be tam'd to your 
Will. 


Be gay aud good-humour'd, complying and kind ; 

Tarn the chief of your Care from your Face to your 
Mind; _ 

'Tis there that a Wife may her Conqueſts improve, 

And Hymen ſhall rivet the Fetters of Love. 


Q SONG 
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$.0-N.G ,CCCLXXXIX. 


| Sung in the Eng lch Opera of ARTAXERXEs. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


N Infancy our Hopes and Fears 
Were to each other known; 
And Friendſhip, in our riper Years, 
Has twin'd our Hearts in one: 
O clear him then from this Offence; 
Thy Love, thy Duty, prove: 
Reſtore him with that eres 
Which firſt inſpir'd my Love. 


. $O NG CCCXC. 
Sang &y M/s Catley, in the Engliſh Opera of Ar- 


TAXERXES., 


-. Set by Dr. Arne. 


F o'er r he ernel Tyrant, Love, 
1 A Cong queſt I beli vids; | 
Abe tt'ring Error ceaſe to prove, 
O! let me be deceiv'd. 


Forbear to fan the gentle Flame, 
Which Love did firſt create; 

What was my Pride is now my Shame, 
And muſt be turn'd to Hate. 


Then call not to my wav'ring Mind 
The Weakneſs of my Heart, 
Which, ah! I. feel CE inclin'd 
To take a Traitor's Part. 
| 'SONG 
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SONG CCCXCL. 
A favourite Duetto, in the Engliſh Opera of 
1 2 ARTAXERXES, I. + 

AIR Aurora, prithee ſtay ; 

O retard unwelcome Day ; 

Think what Anguiſh rends my Breaft, 
Thus carefling, thus careſt, 
From the Idol of my Heart 
| Forc'd at thy Approach to part. 


SONG CCCXCIY. 


Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in ARTAXERXEs. - 


HY Father!—away !—I renounce the ſoft 
Claim, 


Thou Spot to my Honour! thouBlaſt to my Fame ! 
Let Juſtice the Traitor to Puniſhment bring ; 


His Father he loſt when he murder'd his King. 


SONG CCCXCUL, 
Sung in ARTAXERXES. 


HEN real Joy we miſs, 


'Tis ſome Degree of Bliſs, 
To reap ideal Pleaſure, 
And dream of hidden Treaſure, 


The Soldier dreams of Wars, 


And conquers without Scars ; 
The Sailor in his Sleep 


With Safety plows the Deep. 
- Sol], 1 Fancy's Aid, 
Enjoy my Heav'nly Maid, 


And, bleſt with thee and Love, 
Am greater far than Juve. 


2 SONG 
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8-0 NO CECXCIV. 


T 


 ARTAXERXES, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


EHOLD on Lee's diſmal Strand 
Thy Father's troubled Image ſtand !. 
In his Face what Grief. profound! - 
See he rolls his haggard Eyes! 
Hark! Revenge! Revenge!“ he cries, 
And points to his ſtill bleeding Wound. 
Obey the Call, revenge his Death, 
And calm his Soul that gave thee Breath, 


S ON G CCCXCV. 


CanTaTa. Tranſlated from the French by the late 
Led Lanſdown. 


ROLIC and free, for Pleaſure born, 
Dull, ſelf-denying Fools I ſcorn : 

The proffer'd Bliſs Pitne'er refuſe, 

*Tis often troubleſome to chuſe. 

Lov'ſ thou, my Friend? I love at Sight. 

Drink'ſt thou? This Bumper does thee Right, 

At random with the Stream I flow, 

And play my Part, where er I go, 


But, God of Sleep, ſince we muſt be 
Oblig'd to give ſome Hours to thee ; 
Invade me not, whale the full Bowl 


Glows in my Cheeks, and warms my Soul ! 


Sung by Mr 1 Mattacks, ia the Enpliſh Opera of 


2 Be 


| 
] 
| 
( 
8 
d 
8 


re 


134 13 
Be that the only Time to ſnore, 
When I can laugh and drink no mae) 
Short, very ſhort, be then thy Reign, 
For I'm in haſte to live again. 


But, oh! if melting in my Arms, 2 
The Nymph belov'd, with all ber Charms, 

In ſome ſoft Dream ſhould then ſurpriſe, 
And grant what waking ſhe denies ; 

Gentle Slumber, prithee ſtay; 1 
Slowly, ſlowly, bring the Day; ? 
May no rude Noiſe my Blifs deſtroy ! OY 
Such ſweet Deluſion's real Joy. | EO 


SONG COCXOVL. EL 
Bacenus A&D ArtaDNE. 4 Cantata. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
RRCITATI VE. | | 
HE faithleſs The/eus ſcarce had got-on board, 
When Ariadne wak'd, and miſs'd her Lord; 
Sudden ſhe roſe, and to the Beach the flew, | 
And ſaw his Veſſel leſs'ning to her View: 
She ſmote her Breaſt, ſhe rav'd, and tore her Hate 
Then, in ſoft Plaints, ſhe vented Warn 4p 
+1; ao; i; 15 
Ah! T hefeus, Theſeus, ſtay! got 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye Winds to blow ? 
Kind Neptune, ceaſe toflow, 
Nor waft my Love away! F 
Ah! whither wilt thou go? MIRA 
Could I have ſerv'd thee fo? * 
Ah! Theſeus, faithleſs Theſous, tell me why © 
You fly from her who gave thee Pow'r to fly ? 
Q 3 RECl. 
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REOCITATIVE. ze 
The jolly God, who rules the jovial Bd] 
Fine any whoſe Gifts re-animate the Soul, 
Heard and beheld poor 4riadre's Grief, © 
And gently thus iſter'd Relief. 
5 5 
Ceaſe, lovely Nymph, to weep, 
Wipe off that falling Tear; 
Though "Thefen plow the — 
ou' ve ſtill a Lover here: 
I am Bacchus, God of Wine, 
: God of Revyelry and Joyz  , ;, 
If Ariadne will be mine, 
Mirth ſhall ev'ry Hour employ. 
Come, Silenus, fill a Cu 
Of my choiceſt cordial Draught; 
Fill it, Man, why fill it up; 
| »Twill baniſh ev 'ry gloomy . ; 
Fill it higher to the Brink: 
3 my 1 — Mourner, drink! 
'ReerraTive, | 
With oft Reludtanee ſnhe at laſt ay d. 
And to her Lips the nectar'd Cup apply: 
The potent — more than magic Att, 
Flew: thro*-her Veins, and ſeiz'd ber yielding fleart: 
In Wine ambroſial all her Cares were drown'd, 
And with Succeſs the jovial God was «waa : 
While old Silexxs, | as he reel'd along, 
Thus entertain d them with his frolic Song; 
| A1 R. | 
Learn hence, ye fond Maidens, abe droop and 
| who pine, 


Lare honey, ye Toad Lovers, the Virtue of Wine: 
Let 


171 


ä 3 

Let the Nymph, who's forſaken for one that's more 
fair, OY N ˙ are 

Take a comforting Glaſs, and *twill drown all 
Deſpair ; 2 5 . 

And let the fond Vouth, who would win the coy 
Maid, | | 

Inſtead of his Cypid*s, ſeek Baccbhus's Aid. 

Jolly Bacchus ne'er fails of performing his Part: 

Let him gain the Head, and you'll ſoon gain the 
Heart, * 


SONG CCCXCVIL 


The Words made to avourite Scotch Air, in the 
Overture of THoOMAs AND SALLY, | 5 


. eaſe his Heart, and own his Flame, 
Blithe ockey-to young Jenn came; 
But, tho? ſhe lik d him paſting weel, 

She careleſs turn'd her Spinning-Wheel. 


Her milk white Hand he did extol, 

And prais'd her Fingers long and ſmall, 
Unuſual Joy her Heart did Feel, x. 
But ſtill ſhe turn'd her Spinning- Wheel. 


Then round- about her ſlender Waiſt 

He claſp'd his Arms, and her embrac'd ; | 
To kiſs her Hand he down did kneel, 

But yet ſhe turn'd her Spinning-Wheel. 


With gentle Voice ſhe bid him riſe, 
He bleſt her Neck, her Lips, and Eyes; 
Her Fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal ; 
Yet till ſhe turn'd her Spinning-Wheel. 
* 9 Q 4 Till, 
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Till, bolder grown, fo cloſe he preſs'd, 
on 


His wanton 


And angry turn'd her Spinning- Wheel. 
At laſt, when ſhe began to chide, 

He ſwore he meant her for his Bride; 
Twas then her Love ſhe did reveal, 
And flung away her Spinning-Wheel. 


SONG CCCXCVII, 


In ibe Engliſh Opera of Eliza. 


C 


Y fond Shepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 
Their fair Nymphs were ſo happy and gay, 


That each Night they went ſafely to Reſt, 
And they merrily ſung thro the Day:; 

But, ah! what a Scene muſt appear ? 

M uſt the ſweet rural Paſtimes be o'er ? 

Sball the Tabor no more ſtrike the Ear? 


Shall the Dance on the Green be no more? 


Muſt the Flocks from their Paſtures be led“? 
Muſt the Herds go wild ſtraying abroad? 
Shall the Looms be all ſtopp'd in each Shed, 


And the Ships be all moor'd in each Road? 


Muſt the Arts be all ſcatter'd around, 


And ſhall Commerce grow fick of the Tide ? 


Moſt Religion expire on the Ground, | 
And ſhall Virtue fink down by her Side ? 


* 


SONG 


ht ſhe quickly gueſs'd; 
Then puſh'd him from her Rock and Reel, 


Seen , b.. ¾ Ü—c.!. ß 7¼,—.—« «—˙'èw. 1 
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$ON G CCCXCIX. 
Set by Count St. Germain. 


H! would' thou know what ſacred Charms 


This deſtin'd Heart of mine alarms, 
This deſtin'd Heart of mine alarms ; 
What Kind of Nymph the Heav'ns decree, 
The Maid that's made for Love and me, 
The Maid that's made for Love and me.. 


Who joys to hear the Sigh ſincere, 
Who melts to ſee the tender Tear, 
Who melts to ſee, Cc. | 
From each ungen'rous Paſſion free; 
Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me, 
Be ſuch the Maid, &c. 5} 01 nd. 
Whoſe Heart with gen'rous Friendſhi wg 
Who feels the Bleſſings ſhe beſtows, pow ; 
Who feels the Bleſſings, Ce. | 
Gentle to all, but kind to me; 

Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me, 
Be ſuch the Maid, &c. 


Whoſe fimple Thoughts, devoid of Art,. 
Are all the Natives of her Heart, 

Are all the Natives, &c. 

A gentle Train, from Falſhood free 

Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me, 

Be ſuch the Maid, &c. 


Avaunt! ye light Coquettes, retire, 
Where flatt'ring Fops around admire. 
Where flatt'ring Fops around admire ; 
Unmoy'd your tinſell'd Charms I ſee, 
More genuine Beauties are for me, 
More genuine Beauties are for me. 


a5 SONG. 
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EET 


Aroſe — out the azure 5 71. 
Aroſe, S.. 

This was the Charter, the Charter of the Land, 
And guardian Angels ſung the Strain; 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the Waves, 

For Britons never will be Slaves. 


The Nations not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt, in their Turns, to Tyrants fall; 
Muſt, in, &c. 
Whilſt von ſhalt: flouriſh, ſhalt fouriſh g great and 
ree, 


The Dread and Envy of them all, 


— 

Rule, Britannia, &c. , 
Still more majeftic ſhalt thou riſe, Ar 
More dreadful from each foreign Stroke ; 3 He 
More dreadful, Oc. | Th 
As the loud Blaſt that tears the Skies, ICY be] 
Serves but to root thy native Oak, 1 
; Rule, Britannia, &c. | * 
Thee haughty Tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; _ 
All ther Attempts to bend thee down; | Ms 
All their, Sc. He 
Will but aroufe, arouſe thy gen'rous Flame, 7 
And work their Woe, and thy e. 1 0 
Rule, n c. A Wie 


To Aud 


| [ 4 J 
To thee belongs the rural Reign, 
Thy Cities ſhall with Commerce mine z 
Thy Cities, Cc. x | 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject Main, 3 4 
And ev'ry Shore it circles, thine, | 
Rale, Britannia, &c. | 


The Muſes, ſtill with Freedom found, 


Shall to thy happy Coaſt repair; 
Shall to thy happy Coaſt repair. 
Bleſs'd Iſle! r. Beauties, with matchieſs Besu- 
ties crown'd, | 
And manly Hearts to guard the Fair. 
Role Britannia, Britannia rule the Wane 
For Britons never will' be Slaves. 


SONG CCCCI. 


TRE SHEPHERD and Curio. 


WAS early on a Holiday, 
A harmleſs Shepherd chanc'd to tray, 

And wand'ring near a Cryſtal Brook, 
He ſat him down to bait his Hook : 
Thus faid the Shepherd, free from Care, . 
* If I the Gudgeon ſhould enſnare, 
“Or any of the ſcaly Fry, 
„I'd envy none beneath the Sky.“ 


His Sport was harmleſs as his Mind; 

Upon his Hand his Head reclin'd; 

And lifPning to the Wood-Lark's Note, | 
He watch'd the Motion of his Float: 

It ſcarce obtain'd a fingle Swim, 

Ere Cupid round the Swain did ſkim, 
With, feather'd Wings extended wide, 


wy 


7 


And ſettled by the Shepherd's Side. 
Q 6 The 
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The Swain had heard of Bows and Darts, 
And Cupid's Snares, that torture Hearts; 
Become uneaſy at the Sight, 
But artfully conceal'd his Fright ; 
I prithee, Cupid, tell, I pray, 
* What brought thee out ſa ſoon to Day?“ 
| In Truth, laid he, my Sport's like thine; 
I hither come to wet my Line. 


If that be true, thou pretty Boy, 
Then leave with me that glitt'ring Toy ; 
I mean the Arrow in thy Hand; 

« Then equally we'll ſhare our Stand.” 
Shepherd, Pl! give thee any Thing; 
Pray take with it my Bow and String,” 
'The r ſecure his Cheek did ſtroke, 
And, lily, Capid's Arrow broke. 


But, lo! an Angel's Voice he heard, 
And ſoon an Angel's Form appear'd ; 


With Eyes ſo bright, as Poets ſay, | u 
Should Phæbus ſleep, might rule the Day: 

The Shepherd liſten'd to her Song; V 
I fear the Shepherd gaz'd too long, | 
For as her Eyes their Beams withdrew, * 

Her fatal Looks the Shepherd flew. 80 
At firſt he felt uncommon Smart, 

And fear'd the Boy conceal'd a Dart: Fi 
Then faintly turning, Child,” ſaid he, 

This evil Arrow comes from thee,” BY 
O! Shepherd, it is no ſuch Thing; 

Thou hadſt my Arrow, Bow, and String. M 


But now I gueſs for whom you ſmart; 
« The Nymph you ſaw has pierc'd your Heart.” 
| SONG 


1 
SONG ccc. 
Sung in Tus CHALET, by Mr. Vernon. 
o fay, at your Feet that I wept in Deſpair, 
And vow'd that no Angel was ever ſo fair; 


How could you believe all the Nonſenſe I ſpoke? - 
What know we of Angels? I meant it in Joke, 


I next ſtand indiRed for ſwearing to love, : 
And nothing but Death ſhould my Paſſion remove 
I have lik'd you a Twelvemonth, a Calendar Year; 
And not yet contented ! Have Conſcience, my Dear. 


SONG CCCCII. 
Sung by Mrs. Scott, in THE CaaPLeT. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 
AIN is ev'ry fond Endeavour 
To reſiſt the tender Dart; 
For Examples move us never; 

We muſt feel, to know the Smart. 
When the Shepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our Beauties ſets to View,; 
Vanity, her Aid ſupplyingn, 

Bids us think tis all our Due; 
Bids us think 'tis all our Due. 


Softer than the vernal Breezes 
Is the mild, deceitful Strain: 
Frowning Truth our Sex diſpleaſes ; 

Flatt'ry never ſues in vain: . | * 
But too ſoon, the happy Lover | ; 

Does our tend'reſt Hopes deceive: — 
Man was form'd to be a Rover, 

Fooliſh Woman to believe ; 

Fooliſh, Woman to believe. 


YT 
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_- Sung 5 Mre. Scott, in Taz Crarien, 
Se by Dr. Boyce. 


HAT Med'cine can ſoften the 12 $ 
keen Smart? 4 1 
What Lethe can baniſh the pain? 
What Outs can be met with, to ſoothe the fond 
eart 


That's broke by a faithleſs young Swain? 


In Hopes to forget him, how vainly I try 
The Sports of the Wake and the Green! 

When Colin is dancing, I ſay with a Sigh, 
Twas here firſt my Damon was ſeen. 


When to the pale Moon the ſoft Nightingales moan 
In Accents ſo piercing and clear; 

You ſing not ſo ſweetly, L cry, with a Groan, - 
As when my dear Damon was near. 


A Garland of Willow my Temples ſhall ſhade, 
And pluck it, ye Nymphs, from yon Grove; 

For there, to her Coſt, was poor Laura betray'd, 
And Damon pretended to love. { 


SONG Cccccv. 
Sung in Tar CHarLET, by Mr. Vernon and Mrs. 
Scott. 
5 Damon. | 
| C Wirte Pep, all Day I will fit by your Side, 

here Poplars far ſtretching o'er-arch the 
cool Tide; 

And, while the clear River runs purling alon 

'The Thruſh and the Linnet contend in Their 0 


The Tuſh and the Linnet contend in their Song. 
Lava, 


1351 1 
« Laura... 

Whilſt you are but by me, no Danger I fear; 
Ye Lambs, reſt in Safety, my Damon is near; 
Bound on, ye blithe Kids, now your Gambols may. 

pleaſe, 
For my Shepherd is kind, ws my Heart is atEaleh 
For my N Sc. | 
Damon, w T7 4 
Ye Virgins of Britain, bright Rivals of Day, * 
The Wiſh - each Heart, and the Theme of each 

Lay 
Ne'er yield to the Swain till he make you a wie, 
For he who loves truly will take you for Liſe; 


For he who, Tc. 


LAURA. 
Ye Youths, who fear nought but the Frowns of the 
Fair, ; 
'Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their Care: 
Then ſcorn to their Ruin Aſſiſtance to lend, | 
Nor 8 the ſweet Creatures you're born to de · 
end; | 
Nor betray, Cc. 
Dusrro. 
For their Honour and Faith be our Virgins renown'd; 
Nor falſe to his Vows one young Shepherd be found: 
Be their Moments all guided by Virtue and Truth, 
To preſerve in their Age, what they gain'd i in 
their Vouth; 
To preſerve in cheir Age, what they gain'd in 
their Youth. 
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 'VatenTiInNe's Dar. 4 Ba - 
ee, e, Dr. Arne. 88 
HEN Bluſhes dy'd the Cheek of Morn, 
And Dew-drops gliſten'd on the Thorn ; 
* Sky-Larks tun'd their Carols ſweet, 
o hail-the God of Light and Heat; 
- Philander from his downy Bed, 
To fair Li/etta's Chamber ſped, 
Crying—Awake, ſweet Love of mine, T. 
Pm come to be thy Valintine. Es 
Soft Love, that balmy Sleep denies, Tl 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant Eyes, H 
Which (that a Kiſs ſhe might obtain) Ol 
She artfully had clos'd again : | M 
He ſunk, thus caught in Beauty's Trap, Fr 
Like Phebus into Thetis? Lap, | Sy 
And near forgot that his Deſign Gi 
Was but to be her Valentine. Te 
She, e Pt fray) am undone ! As 
Philander, charming Youth, be gone? - At 
For this Time, to your Vows ſincere, 80 
Make Virtue, not your Love, appear : W 
No Sleep has clo'd theſe watchful Eyes Ge 
(Forgive the ſimple fond Diſguilſe;) Th 
To gen'rous Thoughts your Heart incline, T} 
And be my faithful Valentine. Ar 
The brutal Paſhon ſudden fled, Ne 
Fair Honour govern'd in its Stead, Ne 
And both agreed, ere ſetting Sun, Ne 
two virtuous Hearts in one: Ar 


To jvin 
&' 


Their 
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Their beauteous Offspring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet Effects of mutual N 0 2 
And, from that Hour to Life's Decline, 


She diebe d che Day of Tall e, 
S O N G...CECEM: „ i 
Canrata, Tus Moxxino, * 
Set by Dr. Arne. 5 1 
1 glitt'ring Sun begins to riſe A 
On yonder Hill, and paints the Skies z 
The Lark his warbling Matin ſings; + + | 
Each Flow'r in all its Beauty ſprings z 9/2 


The Village up, the Shepherd tries 
His Pipe, and to the Woodland hies. 


Oh! that on th' enamell'd Green 
My Delia, lovely Maid, were ſeen; 
Freſher than the Roſe's Bloom, 
Sweeter than the Mead's Perfume, 
Go, gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away, - 
To Delia's Ear the tender Notes coavey; - 

As ſome lone Turtle his loft Love deplores, 

And with ſhrill Echoes fills the ſounding Shores z 
So I, like him, abandon'd and forlorn; + 
With ceaſeleſs Plaints my abſent Dalia mourn. 


Go, gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs alon 

The Birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their f 

The Winds to blow, the waving Woods to move, 
And Streams to murmur, ere I ceaſe to love, - 
Not bubbling Fountains to the thirſty Swain, 
Nor balmy Slezp to Lab'rers ſpent with Pain, 

Nor Show'rs to Larks, nor Sunſhine to the Bee, 
Are half ſo pleaſing as thy Sight to me. 


SONG 


F 


vning ; ATW iT 


5 


42 ,, > A 
$ 0 N G. cov. An 
Set by Mr. Howard, Sang at Rineloph: 


E chearfut Virgins, have you ſeen - 
My fair 15. paſs the Green, 

To Roſe or jeſs'mine Bow'r? 

To Roſe or leſs' mine BoW'r? 
Where does ſhe ſeek the Woodbine Shade? 
For ſure ye know the blooming Maid, 
__ Sweet as the May-born Flow'r; - ? 

Sweet as the Addon Flow” r. 


| Her Cheeks Alibi the Maiden Roſs. 
Join'd with the Lily as it ou: TY 
Where each i in Sweetnels vie; 
Where each in Sweetneſs vie. 
Like Dew-Drops glitt'ring in the Morn, 
When Phæbus gilds the flow ring ed 


2 9 TD > at 


Healtk fparkles in her Eye; 
Health ſparkles? in her- Eye. A 1 4 
Her Song is like che Linutts: LY ind 71 *. 


That warbles chearfub on the Spray, 
To hail the vernal Beam; 

To hail the vernal Beam. | ) 5h: 
Her Heart is blither than her Song; t 2b14; T} 
Hes, x. Paſfions gently move along 

ike the ſmooth-gliding Stream 3. 3 
Like the n e nN gustad- Tr 
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4 eee fag" iow Tan 1 
Cet by Mr. Travers. 

The Words by Matt. Prior. Ans 


HEN Bibo thought fit from the World to 
retreat, 

As full of Champagne as an Egg's full of Meat, « 

He wak'd in the Boat, and to Charon he ſaid., 

He wou'd be row'd back, for he was not yet. 

« Trim the Boat, and fit quiet!“ Stern 2 res 

ply'd, 


« You may have forgo, you, were drunk 2a 
* ” AN y 
" -$0ON 0 ceccx. nk en . 


Set by Dr. Arne. Jn, TuomAs an, SALLY» 3 


deo 


What Pleaſure we and in in Pusan the + 
O'er Hill, and o'er Valley, he flies: 
Then follow ; - we'll ſoon overtake him—Huzza ! 

The Traitor is ſeized on, and dies, 


Triumphant returning. at Night with the Spoil, - — 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay, F, 
How ſweet with the Bottle and Lab torefreſh,. . 
And loſe the Fatigues of the Day! mY 
1 


ih. 
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With Sport, Love, and Wine, fickle Fortune defy; 
Dull Wiſdom all Happineſs ſours : | 
Since Life is no more than a Paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the Way over with Flow'rs. 


| SONG -. CCCCXI. 
Set zy Dr. Arne. In THOMAS AND SALLY, 


HEN late I wander'd o'er the Plain, 

- From Nymph to Nymph I ſtrove in vain 

My wild Deſires to rally: | | 

But now they're of Seele, come home, 

And, ftrange? no longer ſeek to roam: 
Thy center all in Sally. 

Yet ſhe, unkind one! damps my Joy, 

And cries, I court but to deſtroy : 

Can Love with Ruin tally ? N 

By th fe dear Lips, thoſe Eyes, I ſwear, 

I would all Deaths, all Tormeats bear, 

Rather than injure Sali. 

Come then, oh! come, thou ſweeter far 
'Than Haren and Roſes are, 

Or Lilies of the Valley; TIP 

Ol follow Love, and quit your Fear, 

He'll guide you to theſe Arms, my Dear, 

And make me bleſt in Sally. 


_  $©/N-@ 5ECECKT. -'/- 
"Cantata. By Mr. Stanley, + 
ann Aix. 
WT others barter Eaſe for State, 
| And fondly aim at growing great, 
Let me (with roſy Chaplets crown'd) fe 
Stretch don the Flow'r-enamell'd Ground, 


The 


3 ie 3 
The Grape's nectareous Juices quaff, 
Alternate ſing, and love and laugh. _ 
Already ſee the purple Juice. | 
Reſplendent o'er my Cheek diffuſe 
A ſecond Youth !again the Bowl 
With warm Defires inflames my Soul. 

RECITATIVE. "| 

Quickly, ah ! quickly, muft I leave 
The Joys which Wine and Beauty give; 
Soon muſt I quit my wonted Mirth, 
And mingle with my Parent Earth, 
Where Kings, diveſted of their State, 
With Slaves ſuſtain a common Fate, 

| Ark. 
Let then the preſent Hour be mine, 
Bleſt in the Joys of Love and Wine: 
Come, ye Virgin Throng, advance, 
And mingle in the ſprightly Dance: 
To the Lyre's enchanting Sound 
Nimbly tread the blithſome Round; 
While the genial Bowl inſpires 
Soft Delight and gay Deſires, 


SONG CCCCXIIL 
Sung at the Theatres. 
HEN mighty Roaſt Beef was the Eng/iu 


man's F 
It ennobled our Veins, and enriched our Blood ; 
Our 8 brave, and our Courtiers were 
ood * 
O the Roaſt Beef of Old England 
And O the Old Engliſp Roaſt Beef! 


: 
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But ſince we have learnt from all conq'ring Fran 

To eat their Ragouts, as well as to dance, 

We're fed up with nothing but vain Complaiſance, 
O the Roaſt Beef, Sc. | 


Our Fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout and ſtron \ 

And kept open Houſe with good Chear all 55 
long, 421421 

Which made their plump Tenants rejoice in this 
SANE „ 


But now we are dwindled to—what ſhall I name? 

A ſneaking poor Race, half begotten—and tame, 

Who ſully thoſe Honoors that once ſhone in Fame, 
O the Roaſt Beef, Qc. | 


When good Queen Elizabeth ſat on the Throne, 
Ere Coffee, or Tea, or ſuch Slip-ſlops were known, 
The World was in Terror if &er ſhe did frown. 

O the Roaſt Beef, Oe. 


In thoſe Days, if Fleets did preſume on the Main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 
As witneſs the vaunting Armada of Spain. 

O the Roaſt Beef, Oc. | : 


O then they had Courage to eat and to fight, 
And we Wrongs were a cooking to do themſelves 
ight; | 
But now we're a Pack of—I could - but good 
Night. | | 
O the Roaſt Beef of Old England! 
And O the Ol Engliſb Roaſt Beef! 
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des by Mr. Howard. | The Words by Mr: Garrick, 


NCE more Ill tune the vocal Shell, 
y To Hills and Dales my Paſſion tell, 
A Flame which Time can neyer quell, 
3 But burns for thee, my Peggy 
You, greater Bards, the Lyre ſhould hit; 
For ſay, what Subject is more fit, 
Than to record the pany Wit 
f And Bloom of lovely Peggy? 


The Sun firſt riſing in the Morn, 55 [74 th 
That paints the Dew-beſpangled Thorn, 
Does not ſo much the Day adorn, 
As does my lovely N 92 
„And when in Teri: Lap to reſt, 
He ftreaks with Gold the ruddy Weſt, 
He's not ſo beauteous as, undreſt, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 
When Zephyr on the Vi'let blows, 
Or breathes upon the Damaſk Roſe, 
It does not half the Sweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy > 
I ſtole a Kiſs the other Day, 
And (truſt me) nought but Truth I ſay, 
The Fragrance of the blooming M 
d g ng A 
Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Was ſhe array*d in ruſtic Weed, 
With her the bleating Flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the Oaten Reed, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy ; 


g 
* 


0 


ly 


With 


re 
With her a Cottage wonld delight; 
All's happy when ſhe's in my _ ; | 
But when ſhe's tis endlefs Nigiult, 
All's dark without my Peggy. | 
While Bees from Flow'r to Flow'r ſtill rove, 
And Linnets warble thro” the Grove, 
Or ſtately Swans the Water love, | 
So long ſhall I love Peggy: rr 
And when Death, with his pointed Dart, 
Shall ftrike the Blow that rives my Heart, 
My Words ſhall be when I depart, _ 
Adieu, my lovely Peggy. 


$ONG ccecxv. 


Set by Mr. Stanley. » 


HAT beauteous Scenes enchant wy Sight! 
How cloſely yonder Vine 
Does round that Elm's ſupporting Height 
Her wanton Ringlets twine! 4 
That Elm (no mare a barren Shade) 
Is with her Cluſters crown'd; 
And that fair Vine, without his Aid, 
Had crept along the Ground. 
Let this, my Fair-one, move thy Heart 
Connubial Joys to prove, 
Vet mark what Age and Care impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on Love. 
Know thy own Bliſs, and Joy to hear 
Viertumnus loves thy Charms, 
The youthful God that rules the Year, 
And keeps thy Groves from Harms, 


While 
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While ſome with ſhort-liv'd Paſſion glow, 
His Love remains the ſame ; 
On him alone thy Heart beſtow, 
And crown his conſtant Flame: 
So ſhall no Froſt's untimely Pow'r 
Deform the blooming Spring; 
So ſhall thy Trees, from Blaſts ſecure, 
Their wonted Tribute bring, 


: 


SONG CCCCXVI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


Welcome, my Shepherd, how welcome to me 

Is ev'ry Occaſion of meeting with thee ! 
But when thou art abſent, ſo joyleſs am I, 
Methinks I contented could fit down ang die. 


The oft*ner I view thee, thee more I approve 

The Choice I have made, and am fixt in my Lovez 
For Merit like your's more brighter is ſhown, 

\nd more muſt be valu'd the more it is known, 


o live in a Cottage with thee could I chuſe, 

and Crowns for thy Sake I would gladly refuſe : 
Not all the vaſt Treaſure of wealthy Peru, 

o me would ſeem precious, if baniſh'd from you, 


or all my Ambition in thee is confin'd, 

ind nothing could pleaſe me ſhould you prove 
unkind ; | 

Then faithfully love me, and happier I'll be, 

Than wy placd on a Throne for to reign without 
Lace, 
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8 ON G CCCCXVII, 
Corypon. ; 
A Paſtoral, 20 dhe Memory of William Shenſton, E/; 
The Words by Mr. Cunningham. 
Ser by Mr. Langdon. 


OME, Shepherds, we'll follow the Hearſe, 
We'll ſee our lov'd Corydon laid; 
'Tho? Sorrow may blemitn the Verſe, 
| Yet let the ſad Tribute be paid. 
They call'd him the Pride of the Plain, 
- In ſooth he was gentle and kind! 
He mark'd, in his elegant Strain, 
The Graces that glow'd in his Mind. 


On Purpoſe he planted yon 'Trees, 
. That Birds in the Covert might dwell ; 
He cultur'd his Thyme for the Bees, 
But never once rifled their Cell. 
Ye Lambkins, who play'd at his Feet, 
Go bleat, and your Maſter bemoan z 
His Muſic was artleſs and ſweet, 
His Manners as mild as your own. 


No Verdure ſhall cover the Vale, 
No Bloom on the Bloſſoms appear; 
The Sweets of the Foreſt thall fail, 
And Winter diſcolour the Year. 
No Birds in our Hedges ſhall fing, 
(Our Hedges ſo vocal before) 
Since he that ſhould welcome the Spring, 


Can greet the gay Seaſon no more. 


WF 1! 
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His Phillis was fond of his Praiſe, " 
And Poets came round in a Throngy 
They liſten'd—they envied his Lays, , 
But which of them equal'd his Song ? 
Ye Shepherds, henceforward be mute, 
For loſt is the Paſtoral Strain ; * 
So give me my Corydon's Flute, 70 
And thus — let me break it in twain. 


SONG CCCCXVIL 
Loves in Low Lips. 
OUNG Jockey he courted ſweet Maggy ſo 


fair; | 
The Laſs ſhe was lovely, the Swain debonnair: 
They hugg'd, and they cuddled, and talk'd with 
their Fyes, | 
And look'd, as all Lovers do, wonderful wiſe. 


A Fortnight was ſpent ere dear Maggy came too 
(For Maidens a Decency keep when they woo) 
At length ſhe conſented, and made him a Vow: 
And Joctey he gave, for his Jointure, his Cow. 
They pannell'd their Dobbins, and redeto the Fair, 


Still kiſſing and fondling until they came there: 
They call'd on the Parſon, and by him were wed; 


And Maggy ſhe took her dear Fockey to Bed. | 

They ad there a Week, as the Neighbours all 
108 

And none were ſo happy and gameſome as they: 

ns > 1 they return'd, but return'd moſt un- 
ind | | 


For Jockey rode on, and left Moggy behind. 


R 2 | Surpriz'd 
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” Surpriz'd at this Treatment, ſhe cry'd, Gaffer Jock, 
Pray what is the Reaſon that Moggy you mock ? 

' 'Quoth he, Gooſe, come on! why now you're my 
4 Bride ; 
And when Volk are wed, they ſet fooling aſide. 
He took Home his Meggy * Conduct to learn, 
Who bruſh'd up the Houſe, while he thatch'd the 

old Barn; | 

They laid in a Stock for the Cares that enſue, 
And now live as Man and Wife uſually do. 


SONG CCCCXIX. 
Written by William Whitehead, Zy; Poet Laureat. 


ES, I'm in Love, I feel it now, C 
1 And Celia bas undone me; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
I be pleafing Plague ſtole on me: T, 
Tis not her Face that Love creates, 

'For there no Graces revel ; | 


7 


— 


Tis not her Shape, for there the Fates, T 
®Tis not her Shape, for there the Fates 
Have rather been uncivil, 1 ; v 


Have rather been uncivil. 


Tis not her Air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 


And all her Senſe is only Chat, | CZ 
Like any other Woman : 

Her Voice, her 'Touch, might give th' Alarm ; 
*Tis both, perhaps, or neither ; W 


4 In ſhort, tis that provoking Charm, 

In ſhort, *tis that provoking Charm 
Of Celia all together, 
Of Celia all together. 


SONG 


1 
SONG CCCCXX. - 


Sung in the Pantomime of THE ELoPEMENT. 


Mrs, Scorr. 


ME hafte to the Wedding, ye Friends and 
ye Neighbours, | 
The Lovers their Bliſs can no longer delay; 
Forget all your Sorrows, your Care, and your La- 
bours, 
And letev'ry Heart beat with Rapture To-day : 
Ye Vot'ries all, attend to my Call, * 
Come revel in Pleaſures that never can cloy. 
Chorus. Come, ſee rural Felicity, 
Which Love and Innocence ever enjoy, 


Mrs. DoxMaANn. 
Let Envy, let Pride, let Hate and Ambition, a 
Still croud to, and beat at the Breaſt of the 
Great ; 
To ſuch wretched Paſſions we give no Admiſſion, 
But leave them alone to the Wiſe-ones of State; 
We boaſt of no Wealth, but Contentment and 
Health, | 
In Mirth and in Friendſhip our Moments em- 
ploy. 
Chorus, Come, ſee rural Felicity, 
Which Love and Innocence ever enjoys 


| 2 Mrs. Scorr. 
With Reaſon we taſte of each heart-ſtirring Plea- 


ſure, 
With Reaſon we drink of the full lowing Bowl, 
Are jocund and gay, but all within Meaſure, 
For fatal Exceſs will enflave the Free-Soul, 
: | R 3 8 Duette. 
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Then recluſe ſhall be my Dwelling, 
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Duaette: Then come at our Bidding to this happy 


Wedding, 
No Care ſhall intrude here our Bliſs to annoy, 
Chorus. Come, ſee rural Felicity, 
Which Love and Innocence ever enjoy. 


SONG CCCCXXL 
Sung by Miſs Catley, in TRE Goren Pipes. 


\ UARDIAN Angels now protect me, 
Send, ah! ſend the Youth I love ; 
Deign, O Cupid, to direct me, 
Lead me thro the Myrtle Grove: 
Bear my Sighs, ſoft- floating Air, 
Say I love him to Deſpair, 
Tell him 'tis for him I grieve, 


For him alone I wiſh to live. 


Mid ſecluded Dells I wander, 

Silent as the Shades of Night, 

Near ſome bubbling Rill's Meander, 
Where he erſt has bleſt my Sight: 

There to weep the Night away, 

There to waſte in Sighs the Day. 

Think, fond Youth, what Vows you ſwore, 
And muſt I never ſee thee more ? 


Deep in ſome ſequeſter'd Vale, 
There with mournful Cadence ſwelling, 


Oft repeat-my-loveſick Tale: dees T 

And the Lark and Philome! 1 * 
Oft ſhall hear a Virgin tell, | | ue 
What's the Pain to bid adieu | Cleo, 
To Joy, to.Happineſs, and you. No. 


SONG 


I we 
so NG ccccxxn. - 1% 8 
DuzTTo, in the Oratorio of Jos yx. 
Set by Mr. Handel, 


HAT”'s ſweeter than the new-blown Roſe, 
Or Breezes from the new-mown Cloſe? 

What's ſweeter than an 4pril Morn, 

Or May-day's Silver fragrant Thorn? 

What than Arabia's ſpicy Grove? 

Oh! ſweeter far the Breath of Love. 


SONG CCCCXXIIL 
Sung in THE SHEPHERD'S Lorr RT. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


O dear Amary/lis young Strephon had long 
Declar'd his fix'dPaſſion,and dy'd for in Song: 
He went one May Morning to meet in the Grove, | 
By * Appointment, this dear Goddeſs of ' | 
TT. | 11 
Meantime in his Mind all her Charms he ran o'er, | 
And doated en each Can a Lover do more? 


He waited, and waited, then changing his Strain, 

Twas Fury and Rage, and Deſpair and Diſdain ! 

The Sun was commanded to hide his dull Light, 

And the whole Courſeof Nature was alter'd down- 
| right 2d 1 5 | 

"Twas his bapleſs Fortune to die and adore, 

But never to change—Can a Lover do more ? 


Cleera, it happ'd, was by Accident there; 
No Roſe- Bud fo tempting, no Lily ſo fair: 
. R 4 He 
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He preſs'd her white Hand, next her Lips he eſſay'd; 


Nor would ſhe deny him, ſo civil a Maid: 
Her kindly e r his Peace did reſtore, 


And dear Anarylli.— was thought of no more, 


SONG CCCCXXIV, 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Lovs 1% a VILLAGE, 


nn Hopes to get the better 
Of my ſtubborn Flame I try, 


Swear this Moment to forget her, 
And the next my Oath deny. 


Now prepare with Scorn to treat her, 
Ev'ry Charm in Thought I brave; 
Then, relapfing, fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf her Slave. 


8 ONG CCCCXAXV. 


Sung by Mr. Reinhold, in Love in a VIIIL ACX. 


* ET pay Ones and Great 
Make the moſt of their Fate ; 
From Pleaſure to Pleaſure they run: 
Well, who cares a Jot ? 
I envy them not, 
While I have my Dog and my Gun. 


For Exerciſe, Air, 
Tos the Fields I repair, 
With Spirits unclouded and light : 
The Bliſſes I find, 
No Stings leave behind, 
But Health and Diverſion unite, 


SONG 
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SONG CCCCXXVI. 
4 favourite dong in the Oratorio of Iubirx. 
Set by Dr. Arne. Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 


T 7 AIN is Beauty's gaudy Flow'r, 
V © Pageant of an idle Hour; 
Born juſt to bloom and fade; 
Nor leſs weak, leſs vain than it, 

Is thePride of Human Wit; 
'The Shadow of a Shade. 


SONG CCCCXXVIL 


Set by Dr. Boyce, Sung by Mr. Champneſs, iz 
HARLEQUIN's Inv ASION, 


OME, chear up, my Lads, tis to Glory we 
ſteer, | 

To add ſomething new to this wonderful Year : | 
To Honour we call you, not preſs you like Slaves; 
For who are ſo free as we Sons of the Waves? 


CHORUS. 
Heart of Oak are our Ships, Heart of Oak are our 
We always are ready, [ Men ; 


Steady, Boys, ſteady; 
We'll fight, and we'll conquer, again and again. 


We ne'er ſee qur Foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay ; 
They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away; | 
If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore z 
For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


Heart of Oak, Se. 
R 5 They 
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They ſwear they ' Il invade us, theſe terrible Foes ! 

They'll frighten. our Women, and Children and 
Beausz;z © * 

But ſhould their Flat- Bottoms in Darkneſs get o'er, 

Still Britons they'll find to receive them aſhore. 


Heart of Oak, &c. 


We'll ſtill make them run, and we'll fill make 
them ſweat, | 

In ſpight of the Devil, and Bruſſels Gazette : 

Then chear up, my Lads, with one Voice let us ſing 

Oar Soldiers, our Sailors, our Stateſmen and King, 


Heart of Oak, c. 


S ON CCCCXXVUIL 
Tur ComPar150Nn, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


ARTING to Death we will compare; 
For ſure to thoſe who love ſincere, 

So dreadful is the Pain, 
Such Doubts, ſuch Horrors, rend the Mind: 
But, oh! when adverſe Fate grows kind, 
| How ſweet to meet again ! 


P 


To thoſe try'd Hearts, and thoſe alone, 
Who have the Pangs of Abſence known, 
The bliſsful Change is given ; 
And who—oh | who wou'd not endure 
The Pangs of Death, if they were ſure 
OE) To reap the Joys of Heaven? 


SONG 


— - 
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8. ON G CCCCXRIX. 

Tus ENnGL18H PADLOCK. | | 
' New ſet by Dr. Arne. 


ISS Danae, when fair and young, 

(As Horace has divinely ſung) 
Could not be kept from Jove's Embrace 
By Doors of Steel, and Walls of Braſs. 


Tell us, myſterious Huſband, tell us 
Why ſo myſterious, why fo jealous ?* 
Can harſh Reſtraint, the Bolt, the Bar, 
Make thee ſecure, thy Wife leſs fair? 


Send her abroad, and let her ſee 3 
That all this World of Pageantry, 
Which ſhe, forbidden, longs to know,. 

Is Powder, Pocket-Glaſs, and Beau. 
Be to her Virtues ever kind, 

Be to her Faults a little blind, 

Let all. her Ways be unconfin'd, . 
And clap your Padlock—on her Mind. 


SONG ccccxxx. 
In Acis'anD GalaTEA. 


OVE ſounds th* Alarm, 
And Fear is a flying; 
When Beauty's the Prize, 
What Mortal fears dying ? 
In Defence of my Treaſure 
I'll bleed at each Vein; 
Without her no Pleaſure, 
For Life is a Pain. 


R 6 SONG 
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SONG ccecxxx. 


Tas Gol pDrixck ro CaLot, 


REcIlTATIVE. | 


172 Harders pleaſing Notes, as Chlae ſung / 
The Charms of Heavenly Liberty, T 
A gentle Bird, till chen with Bondage pleas'd, U 


With Ardour panted to be free : 


His Priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant Plain ; In 
Yet, ere he flies, tunes forth this'parting Strain» 

| Ark, 
Whilſt to the diſtant Vale I wing, A 
Nor wait the flow Return of Spring, 
Rather in leaffeſs Groves to dwell I 
Than in my Chloe's warmer Cell; 
Forgive me, Miſtreſs, ſince by thee 15 
I firſt was taught feverr Liberty. | 
Soon as the welcome Spring ſhall chear, Bu 
With genial Warmth, the'drooping Year, 
T'l tell, upon the topmoſt Spray, 80 
Thy ſweeter Notes improv'd my Lay, | 
And in my Priſon learn'd from these An 
To warble forth ,) Liber. | 
Waſte not on me an uſeleſs Care, « 
That kind Concern let Strephon ſhare ; 
Slight are my Sorrows, flight my Ille, * 
To thoſe which he, poor Captive! feels, 
Who, kept in hopeleſs Bonds by thee, 
Yet ſtrives not for his Liberty, - 


SONG 


4» 
SONG CCCCXXXIIL 


Tus LinNETS. 


S bringing Home, the other Day, 

Two Linnets I had ta'en, 
The little Warblers ſeem'd to pray 

For Liberty again: 

Unheedful of their plaintive Notes, 

I ſung acroſs the Mead ; 
In vain they tun'd their pleaſing Throats, 

And flutter'd to be freed. | 


As paſling thro' the tufted Grove, . 
Near which my Cottage ftood, 4 
I thought I ſaw the Queen of Love, 
When Chlora's Charms I view'd : 
I gaz'd, I lov'd, I preſs'd her ſtay, 
To hear my tender Tale, 
But allin vain—ſhe fled away, 
Nor could my Sighs prevail. - 


Soon thro? the Wound, which Love had made, 
Came Pity to my Breaſt, - 
And thus I (as Compaſſion bade) 
The feather'd Pair addreſs'd : 
% Ye little Warblers, chearful be, 
Remember not ye flew; 
For I who thought myſelf ſo free, 
Am far more caught than you,” 
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The following SONGS were ſung HTS SEASOx, 
at V AUXHALL and RENELAGH, 
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SONG CCCCXXXIII. 


The favourite Song of Hook or By Crook. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Hook, 


Few Years ago in the Days of my Grannum, 
| (A worthy good Woman as ever broke Bread) 
What Lectures ſhe gave? in the Morning began em, 
Nor ceas'd till ſhe laid herſelf down on her Bed ; 
She never declin'd what ſhe once undertook ; 
But twiſted, 
Perſiſted, 
Now flatter'd, 
; Now ſpatter'd, 
And always ſucceeded by Hook, or by Crook. 


- 


Said ſhe, Child, whatever your Fate is hereaftes, 

If married, if fingle, if old, or if young, 

In Madneſs, in Sadneſs, in Tears, or in Laughter; 

But follow my Maxims, you cannot do Wrong: 

Each Paſſion, each Temper I always could brook ; 
When ſcolded, 


I moulded, 
1 ' When heated, 
4 Retreated, 4 


And manag'd my Matters, by Hook, or by Crook. 
| Enſgar'd 


1375 J 
Enſnar'd by her Counſels, I ventur'd to marry, 
And fancy'd a Wife, by my Grandmother's Rules, 
Might be taught like a Spaniel to fetch and to carry 
But ſoon I found out that we both had been Fools: 
In vain, I ſhew'd Madam the wonderful Book; 
coax'd her, 
box'd her, 
But truly 
Unruly, 


Wives cannot be govern'd by Hook, or by Crook. 
SONG CCCCXXXIV. 


Taz Caurlox. . 
Sung by Miſi Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


ITH the Pride of the Garden and Field, 
We have deck'd our fond Boſoms to Day, 
And all that the Summer can yield, 

Seems there to be blooming and gay : 

"Tis better to gather in Time 
The Flow'r, thatelſe waſtingly blows, 

Little more thana Day 1s the Prime 
Of the Lily, the Pink, and the Roſe. 
Soft Beauty's the May fpringing Flow'r, 

That has but a Seaſon to boaſt ; 
Let us make what we can of its Pow?r, 

Which elſe in a Year may be loſt: 
Let us ſcorn a ſhort Triumph of Joy, 

O'er Shepherds becauſe of a Face; 
Nor venture too long to be coy, 

Leſt Winter diſcolour each Grace. 


Should 
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Should we lightingly laugh at their Pain, 

Grown proud of our Charms ev'ry Day; 
When they fade we ſhall court them in vain, 
When they're wither'd they'll fling us away: 
Thoſe Treaſures ſo gaudy and rare, 0 

Muſt wake ev'ry Breaſt to deſire; 


We may have whom we will while ſo fair, 


And ſhould yield to the Love we inſpire, 


SONG CCCCXXXV. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


H ! where ſhall I wander ? how ſhall J reveal, 
How conquer my Shame, or my Paſſion con- 
ceal ? | 
Tho' ſhe's not to blame, yet unhappy, I prove 


All the Jealouſfies, Fears, and the Tortures of Love: 


My proud Heart to ſubdue, in vain has each Maid 
The various Allurements of Beauty diſplay'd; 

Still blithſome and free, have I travers'd the Plain, 
Nor found in their Smiles either Pleaſure or Pain. 


But now all the Charms of Indiff ' rence are.o'er, 
Quite vanquiſh'd by Love, I can triumph no more; 


But penſive and ſad I ſteal forth to the Grove, 


While my Flocks on the Mountains neglectfully 
rove: 

But why this Delay to unboſom my Grief, 

Where only my Anguiſh can hope for Relief? 

And ah! would my Frida ſmile, I foreſee | 

Such Sweets in her Bondage, twere Pain to be free. 


SONG 
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SON G CCCCXXXVL 


Tre STAMMERING LoveR. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Dr. Arne. | 


OUNG Florio was a Shepherd Swain, 
Who could not woo in Accents plain; 
But ſpoke in aukward Faſhion : 
When eager Love had got his Heart, 
To tell that Love, he'd not the Art; 
But ſtutter'd out his Paſſion, 


Whene'er he ſpoke he bluſh'd for Shame, 
Yet try'd to whiſper out his Flame, 
And ſigh'd o'er Cynthia's Beauty; 
My Heart is full, the Shepherd cries, 
My Tongue, alas! its Aid denies, 
And faulters in its Duty. 


If but by Words you can be won, 
My Lot is ſoon to be undone; 
But on my Caſe have Pity: 
Love is by other Means expreſs'd, 
By ſpeaking Eyes, and throbbing Breaſt; 
True Love was never witty. 


All that I have, dear Cynthia's thine, 
If to your Swain you will incline ; 

Nor heſitate to improve me: 
The Nymph knew hardly what to ſay; 
But laugh'd and mock'd him in his Way : 
Pl try if I can love ye. | 


SONG 


| 
- 
| 
. 


1 
1 hal 
1 ? 
. % 
L 
be 


j 
1 


(378 ] 
SONG CCCCXXXVI. 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 


Set by Dr. Arne. Werds by Mr. Congreve. 
| O What Joy does Conqueſt yield, 


When returning from the Field ? 
Shining in his glitt'ring Arms, 
How the Godlike Warrior charms ! 


Laurel-Wreaths his Head ſurrounding, 


Banners waving in the Wind; 
Fame her golden Trumpet ſounding, 
Ev'ry Voice in Concert join'd, 


SONG CCCCXXXVIIL 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


O make the moſt of fleeting Time, 
Shou'd be our great Endeavour; 
For Love we both are in our Prime, 
The Time is now or never. 


A Thouſand Charms around you play ; 
No Girl more bright or clever ; 

Then let us both agree to Day, - 
To- morrow will be never. 


I ne'er ſhall be a better Man, 
I burn with Love's high Fever; 
Pray now be kind, I know you can, 
You muſt not anſwer never, 


Whilk 
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Whilſt you thus Chloe turn aſide, | 
You fruſtrate my Endeavour; | * 
That Face will fade, come down that Pride, 
Your Time 1s now or never. | 
Rre for yourſelf, or me too late, 
Say now, you're mine for ever 
I may be ſnatch'd by Care or Fate ; 
My Time 1s now or never. 


SONG CCCCXXXIX, 


Scotch Song, /ung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Hook, E 


Y Peggy is a young Thing 
Juſt enter'd in her Teens, 
Fair as the Day, and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the Day, and always gay: ö on 
My Peggy is a young Thing, 
And I'm not very auld ; 
Yet weel I like to meet her 
At the wawking of the Fauld. 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly 
Whene'er we meet alane; 
I wiſh nae mair to lay my Care, 4 
I wiſh nae mair of a' that's rare: 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
To a' the lave I'm cauld ; 
But ſhe gars a' my Spirits glow, 
At wawking of the Fauld, 
My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly | 
Whene'er I whiſper Love, . V 
That I look down on a' the Town, 
That I look down upon a Crown: 
t SA My 
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= My Peggy ſmiles ſac kind! 

1 It makes me blyth and N 

3 And naething gives me fic Delight 
As wawking of the Fauld. | 


My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftl 
When = * I = ; 
By a' the reſt, it is confeſt, 
- By a” the reſt, that ſhe ſings beſt : 
My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, 
And in her Sangs are tauld | 
With Innocence, the Wale of Senſe, 
At wawking of the Fauld. 


SONG CCCCXL., 
Diana: 4 Cantata. 
Set by Dr. Arne. Sung by Miſi Jameſon. 


ReciTaTive Accompanied. 


HE roſy Morn with Crimſon Dye 
Had newly ting'd the Eaſtern Sky ; 
it | The feather'd Race on ev'ry Spray, 
11 Sweet warbled to the God of Day: 
3 When chaſte Diana, 1 
th From balmy Slumbers ſpringing light, 
' Wak'd all her Nymphs from pleaſing Reſt, 
1 And thus her Sylvan Train addreſs'd. 


1 Ala. 
_ From this high Mount with me deſcend, 

{ And hye to the Joys of the Chace ; 
O'er Hill and Dale our Flight we'll bend, 
1 And match the fleet Stag in our Pace: 
11 My filver Bow 1s ready ſtrung, 

4 My golden Quiver graceful hung; 


Away 


ay 


— 
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\way my Nymphs, away, away ! 
Let Shouts to the Welkin reſound, 
\nd ſhe who ſtrikes the deſtin'd Prey, 
Shall Queen of the Foreſt be crown'd. 


SON G CCCCXLI. 


The Favourite HunTiNG SONG, - 
Sung by Miſi Jameſon, at Vauxhall, 
Set by Mr. Hook. | 
ARK ! the hollow Groves reſounding, 
Echo to the Hunters cry ; 


dark ! how all the Vales ſurrounding, 
To his chearing Voice reply. 
Now ſo ſwift o'er Hills aſpiring. 
He purſaes the gay Delight ; 
iſtant Woods and Plains retiring, 
Seem to vaniſh from his Sight. 
ark ! the hollow Groves reſounding, &c, 


SONG CCCCXLIL 
Tarr SHePHERD'Ss INVITATION. 
The Words altered from Shakeſpeare. 


et to à favourite Scotch Air, in the Overture of 


ACHILLES. 
As now ſung by Mi/s Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 
OME live with me and be my Love, 
And we will all the Pleaſure prove, 
he Grove and Valley, Hill and Field, 
Woods and fteepy Mountains yield, 
dI will make thee Beds of Roſes, 
id twine a thouſand am'rous Poſies: 


Come 
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Come live with me and be my Loye, 
And we will all the Pleaſure prove, 
'The Grove and Valley, Hill and Field, 
Or Woods and ſteepy Mountains yield. 


To deck thee for the Wake or Fair, 
With curious Fancy I'll prepare 

A Cap of Flow'rs, and rural Kirtle, 
Embroidered with Leaves of Myrtle ; 
A Belt of Straw and Ivy Buds, 

A Coral Claſp and Amber Studs, 

And if theſe Pleaſures may thee move, 
Then come with me, and be my Love. 
Nymphs and Swains ſhall dance and ſing 
For thy Delight, each May Morning, 
And if theſe Pleaſures may thee move, 
Then come with me, and be my Love. 


SONG CCCCXLIL 
. Tas Female DueLLIsST. 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
INCE all ſo nicely take Offence, 
& And Pinking is the Faſhion ; 
I ſoon ſhall find a good Pretence, 
For being in a Paſſion, 
If any on my Dreſs or Air, 
To jeſt dare take Occaſion ; 
By Female Honour I declare, 
I' have an Explanation, 


If you're too free, or full of Play, 
By Jove my Lads T'll cure ye; 

And if too cold you turn-away, 

You'll rouze a very Fury. 


Ali 
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A Law is ev'ry Thing, I ſay, 
No Swain ſhall call me cruel; 
Whoe'er my Will ſhall diſobey, 
Gives Signal for a Duel. 


A very Amazon am I, 
And various Weapons carry; 
P've glancing Lightning in my Eye, 
And Fongue—a Sword to parry. 
E'en let bim arm with what he will, 
With Cupid's Bow and Arrow; 
You ſoon ſhall fee my Man P11 kill, 
As eaſy as a Sparrow. 


SONG CCCCXLIV. 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall. | 
Set 2 Mr, Hook. N ; 
EY Love did firſt my Thoughts employ, | 
Returning Day ſtil] ſaw me bleſt; 
Each happy Hour came wing'd with Joy, 4 
Each Night was crown'd with balmy Reſt : 1 
But now, alas! no longer gay a 1 
I riſe to hail the chearful Light; 
I fit and ſigh the live-long Day, | | 
And paſs in Tears the ſleepleſs Night. 'F 
Come lovely Strepben, hither haſte 3 
Sure thou haſt long perceiv'd my Mind; 1 
fear my Words I vainly waſte, ny 
That thou art cruel and unkind: 
Or, if ſome Maid of happier Fate 
More favour'd lives, more lov'd than; 
Oh ! free me from this anxious State, 


Pronounce my Fate, and let me die, 1 
7 SONG 
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SONG CCCCXLV. 
Sung by Miſi Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Hook. 
ONG Time had Ly/ander told Daphne his Pain, 


| And repeated his Paſſion again and again ; 
The obdurate Fair-one a while was fo coy, 
That all her Reply was pardonnez moy. 


In vain he entreated, implor'd and careſs'd ; 
Of all his Pretenfions ſhe made but a Jeſt ; 
Tho? his Life he declar'd her Diſdain would de- 
ſtroy, 
Yet enable ſhe anſwer'd him pardonnez may. 


But, finding his Sighs no Impreſſion could make, 
He determin'd another Expedient to take, 

And Artifice now he reſolves to employ, 

To make her torget to ſay pardonnez moy. 


He ſwore that her Eyes like bright Phe@bus did 
ſhine, 

That her Air was majeſtic, her Form all. divine: 

With ſuch fond Deluſions he purchas'd the Toy, 

And Flatt'ry prevail'd over pardonnez moy, 


SONG CCCCXLVI. 
RonDeau. | 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell, at Vauxhall, 
; Set by Mr. Hook. 
L ROM ſoft deluding Tales of Love 
Bright Nymphs your Hearts ſecure; 


Nor let your curious Fancy rove, 


From Thoughts diſcreet and pure : 
5 5 Man 


—_ = __ 
= 4 


2 — _ - — — 
6＋ꝙT7i 210 — — _ vo hots 
— — — — — — uw ty ore WV. ane p 2 = 1 an. 
- - 


—— — 
* * „ 
2 — — — — . 8 — - 


S- #7 = n 2 ah A FRY - 
4 Fo l S 2 


— 
TE of 732 Xa 0 


42 


— — — 
8 — 
* 


© CER 


FI = of * * 
* ks 2 24 * 5 
——ͤ — — 


y 


L. 385. J. 

Man, ſavage Man, by Nature prone 
To Objects daily new; 

Vows ev'ry preſent Fair alone 
Shall find his Paſſion true; 

Could each fond Fair but view the Mind 
Of him who charms the Ear, 

Their Treacheries of every Kind, 

Unnumber'd would appear. 


SONG CCCCXLYI. - 
PasSTORAL BALLAD. 
Sang by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 
| Set by Mr. Hook. 


Ker my Pipe and my Crook; 


Why will you ſolieit my Lay? 
No longer I fit by the Brook, 
And carol my Sorrows away: 


Say Laura, what Theme ſhall I chuſe ? - 


Your Praiſes I muſt not proclaim, 


And Friendſhip's too cold for my Muſe, . 


And Love I'm forbidden to name. 
For I'm but a poor ſimple Swain, 


Whoſe Flocks, and whoſe Herds are but ſmall, -, 
And my Cottage tho? neat on the Plain, 


Is cover'd with Thatch, and that's all: 
And Laura is blooming and young ; 
Ah! would that I too were the ſame !. 


My Heart might then hint to my Tongue, . 


What now I'm forbidden to name. 


* 
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Yet denied my fond Wiſ to * 
My Wiſhes from you ſhall not ve; 
That Shepherd who ſues for your Heart, 
his own may your Virtues deſerve: | 
With the Charms which no Time can deftroy, 
With the Worth which no Breath can defame, 


: 


May you taſte of that permanent Joy, 
Which now I'm forbidden to name. 


SONG CCCCXLVHI. 
Sung by Miſi Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr. Hook. 


RE the Primroſe or Cawflip coald blow, 
\ You faid that you'd ſurely be here; 
You care not, and yet you ſhou'd know 
The firſt of the May now is near; 

The Cuckow has utter'd her Strain, 
The Thrufh is now heard en each Spray, 
And the Nightingale ſeems to complain, 

As tho' you my dear Swait was away. 


What's the Spring if you keep from my Sight ? 
What's the Sweets of the Field and the Grove? 
No Muſic can give me Delight, 

But the Muſic of Celia I love: 

Let the Winter return when it will, 

Let Snow, and tet Froft too prevail,” 

If Colin muſt keep from me ſtill, | 

Why ſhou'd April perfume ths the Gale? 

But Vows you have ſaid are not Wind. 
Come and make the fond Seaſon more gay, 

You know how it 1s to be kind, 


Whaſe Heart you have ſtolen away: 
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On Win , Love this e re "6 1100 
The Seaſon now haſtes to —— be 
I can hear, and can take no Delays Keen 
Fetch up what you have loft of the Time. 1 


S O NO COCOXLIT. 
Scoren Rondtavt. he 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell, a- Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


AMON, would you kriow the Paſſion 
You have kindled in my n x * 

Trifling is the Inclination, | C | 
That by Words can be expreſs'd bus | 
In my Silence view the Lover, 
True Love is by Silence ſhown, 
In my Eyes you'll beſt diſcover, 
All the Power of your own. 


S O NG CEECL. 1 
Scotel dong. geg by ig Jameſon,” af Vauxhall. 4 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


Youth Fockey ſought my Heart to win, 
And woo'd às Lovers woo z 
I vers'd in all our Sex's Art, 
Did juſt as Maiden do: 
Whate'er "he'd ſigh, whate er he'd vow, 
I'd ſtudy to be thy | 
And when ks preſs*d N F Fate to know, 
Twas prithee Fool be quiet. 


| 

_-- 
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By 


** 


[ 388 J 
Month after Month, of -am'rous Pain 
He made a mighty Fuſs; | 
Why if you know one loves a Swain, 
*Tis wrong to ſay one does: 
He told me Paſſion cou'd not live 
Without more pleaſing Diet, 
And pray what Anſwer could 1 give, 
ut prithee Fool be quiet? 


At length he made a bold Eſſay, 
And like a man he cry'd, 
Thy Hand my Dear, this very Day 
Shall Ce/ia be my Bride: 
Convinced he would have teaz'd me till, 
I could not well deny it, 
And now believe me, when I will, 
I make the Fool be quiet. 


SONG CCCCLIL 


HYMEN. 


The Chorus Song. by Mr. Vernon M ame- 
ſon, 1 kinds and Mrs, Wick) 


EE Hymen, his Torch waves on high, 
8 See the God's blooming Temple is nigh, 
With ſweet Look and Call, | 
He now welcomes you all ; 
Ye Nymphs and ye Swains, 
Leave a-while your lov'd Plains, 
To Hymen now chearfully fly. 
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Mr. VERNON. 

Ye Shepherds who've languiſh'd and ſigh'd, 

For the Bliſs that the Fair have deny'd, 

Now, now you will find, 

They'll grow willing and kind; 

Hymen ſhall gain 

The coy Nymph for her Swain; 

hilſt Love, little Love, is the Guide, 
Miſs JamesoNn., 

e Nymphs yield to Love's pleaſing Care, 

Ye who've lov'd, fling away your Deſpair : 

Now tell to your Swains, 

All your Wiſhes and Pains 

Each fighing Breaſt, 

Shall be lull'd into Reſt, 

hen to Hymen's bright Fane you repair, 
Mrs. Huvson. 

eder tarry to tell out your Store, 

ontentment won't let you be poor; 

The Shepherds beſt Wealth, 

Is the bleſſing of Health; 

Love, and be true, 

Tho? your Flocks are but few, 

nd Peace ſhall attend at your Door. 

Mrs. WRICHSELL. 

t Love Knots be worn all the Day, 

et Roſes be ſtrew'd in the Way; 

The merry Bells ring, 

The Village all fing ; 

Haſte to the Rites, 

Where Bay Hymen invites, 

id whoſe Summons all gladly obey. 
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REGATTA. 
E Lords, and ye Ladies, who form this ge 
Throng ; 3 


Be filent a Moment, attend to my Son +> | 10 
And while you fufpeud our Andaltieaf Round. an 
Come bleſs your ſweet Stars, that you're none of 
you Urown'd, In 
„ | CE 
As you've long been detain'd with Daughters and Mid 
Spouſes, P6910 glg Loy 
From your Parks, and your Lawns, and your fine 
Country Houſes ;: 1 0 x \2l 
Ere for Summer's dull Seaſon'$00 bid us adieu, he 
We preſent you a Feaſt, and a Novelty. too, 
Enough of Feſtinos, Ghampetres;tnough, =P 


Bal-Parés, and Freſcos, and fueh worn out Stuff; * 


But how to amuſe ye? aye, there was the Queſtiot: he 

A Regatta was thought of, oh } lucky Suggeſtion, be 

From the Lagunes of Venice we've ſtolen the Hint, 

And hope you'll acknowledge! there's ſome Mert * 1 
in't; 1272h91 1% | 

Nay we truſt you'll pronoun it cool, uſeful ad * 
hearty, W351 ai b. 97 

As old Father Thames is made ont of the Party. ad 

For ſay, ſhould Britannia ungrateftifly treat e've 

The Friend of her Commerce, the Nurſe of her ee 
Fleet ? * BY of d ch 

Shall he who with T'6il-wafts your T#eAforeto Short, IP nex 


In her Hours of Amuſement be thought of n0 
more ? e 
- A ; Array d 


* 1 7 
\rray'd in his beſt, in his Holiday Clothes, { 
o- night the gay Thames his Aﬀfiftance beſtows, 

nd as aſual, to render the Shew more compleat, 
Ve have ranſack'd the Wardrobe of Taviſfoct ftreet. 


eve Friends in the Court, and we've Friends in 
the City: | 


ince the ſix Clubs have join'd to defray all the 


of Charges, | 


Barges. 
nd 


{wore ? | 


all ye ever forget how the-Mob was delighted 


frighted ? _ | 


ut the Races are o'er, the Proceſſion is clos'd, 
he Landing effected, the Clamour eompos'd ; 


better than Coffee, Rolls, Butter and Tea. 


t ere ye return, and your Faces vermilion 

ich twiſting Allemand, and friſking Cotillion, 

3 5 Crotchet and Ballad we greet every 
ueſt, 1 


id welcome you all to our Otter - like Feaſt, 


e've ſtrove to amuſe you by Water and Land, 
her ice Torre, to pleaſe ye, had Fire at Command; 

> charm ye ſhould be all the Elements Care, 
ore, WF next Time we'll fix on a Plan in the Air. 


zy'd 5 | | SONG 


o Doubt then our Plan is both uſeful and pretty; | 


Ind the Lord Mayor and Aldermen lent us their. 


id ye mind how each Candidatetugg'd at the Oar? 
low the Managers ſtorm'd, how the Conſtables | 


hen the Boats all ran foul; and the Ladies were 


be Fare that's before ye, we'll hope you'll agree, : 


* 
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SONG ccccim. 


Nancy's Bow. _ 


' A favourite Roxnpeav. 
« Ser by Dr. Arne. 


\OME dear Idol of my Fancy, 
View the Bow'r which Love has drefs'd ;: 
With thy Preſence bleſs my Nancy, 
Soft careſſing and careſs'd. 


Flora ſpreads her blooming Treafure, | 
Birds chant here on e'ery Spray; 
Yet how faint each rural ure, 
While my Charmer is away. 


When with fruitleſs Love we're burning, 
All partakes the Mind's' Diſeaſe; 

Zut the Youth our Love returning, = 

ry dens! is ſar to rn 
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